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CHAPTER  L 

Willi AISI  Hard^vicke  had  taken  a 
cottage  in  the  village  of  Elmwood  for  the 
reception  of  his  wife.  A  few  articles  of 
homely  furniture  had  been  supplied  by- 
Mrs.  Collins,  who,  deeply  commiserating 
the  fate  of  Anne,  would  fain  have  done 
more  for  her;  but  the  farmer  was  veiy 
much  averse  towards  Hardwicke,  both  for 
his  behaviour  in  regard  to  Anne,  and  also 
for  other  instances  of  misconduct  which  he 
had  observed;  and  being  a  despotic  hus- 
band, he  insisted  on  Anne  Kardwicke's 
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not  being  encouraged  by  ]Mrs.  Collins,  or 
suffered  to  come  near  his  house.  Mrs. 
Collins  sighed  obedience. 

The  term  of  servitude  for  which  Wil- 
liam Hardvvicke  had  en^as^ed  with  farmer 
Collins  had  been  sometime  expired,  and 
he  had  hired  himself  for  twelve  months  at 
farmer  Gibson's.  There  he  was  now  to 
labour  from  morning  till  evening — there 
he  was  to  eat  and  drink — ithere  all  the 
workmen  had  a  carousal  the  eveninsc  of 
the  farmer's  wedding-day — and  //^d"/'^  Wil- 
liam Hard^\-icke  also  bent  liis  steps.  His 
presence  vras  unlooked-for,  but  not  unwel- 
come to  the  joyous  cr^w,  who  were  al- 
ready raised  to  more  than  common  mirth. 
At  first  they  jeered  him  on  having  left 
his  bride ;  but  too  well  pleased  to  have  one 
more  added  to  their  party,  it  was  soon  for- 
gotten ;  and  while  **  the  mantling  cup 
went  round"  in  liealths  to  Mrs.  Gibson, 
who  headed  the  table  with  less  of  diffi- 
dence than  became  her,  Hard^dcke's  spi- 
rits  too  were  raised — he  had  forgotten 

Anne, 
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Anne,  and  morning  appeared  ere  the  riot- 
ous party  separated. 

Instead  of  the  large  and  cheerful  fire  to 
which  she  had  been  accustomed  at  farmer 
ColUns's,  Anne  Hardwicke's  solitary  nup- 
tial hearth  was  scarcely  illumined  by  'the 
few  embers  which  were  mouldering  in  the 
grate.  As  she  sat  over  them,  cheerless 
and  pensive,  mentally  counting  the  lonely 
liours,  for  clock  she  had  none,  the  flicker- 
ing and  departing  flame  would  at  intervals 
throw  up  a  momentary  light,  which  af- 
forded her  a  view  of  her  blank  and  dreary 
habitation.  Vv'here  v/as  the  comfort,  the 
waniith,  the  feeling  of  home,  of  sociabi- 
lity, of  domestic  enjoyment,  wliich  had 
gilded  the  farmers  kitchen  ?  alas !  they 
were  not  to  be  seen  in  the  residence  of 
poverty. 

The  walls  were  bare,  the  earthen  floor 

felt  cold  and  damp ;  a  few  articles  of  use 

were  '*'  thaily  scattered  to  make  up  a  show," 

Hbut  it  vras  a  show  of  wretchedness — as 

wretched  as  the  heart  ^of  her  who  inha- 
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bited  it :  and  must  it  then  be  henceforth 
the  fate  of  Anne  to  drag  on  a  joyless  ex- 
istence under  this  roof — a  roof  where 
cheerfuhiess  and  content  vrould  be  banish- 
ed? to  wait  with  anxious,  wearied  care 
for  the  return  of  him  who  was  become  her 
husband — wh.o  had  just  become  such — 
who  had  left  her  on  the  first  evening  of 
their  marriage,  without  telling  her  whither 
he  was  going,  or  making  an  excuse  for  his 
absence  ? 

Alas  !  what  a  prospect  was  opening 
to  the  vision  of  Anne  1  through  a  vista  of 
misery,  w^iat  friendly  beacon  appeared — 
what  but  death !  A  feeling  of  despair 
seemed  to  chill  her  heart  and  to  paralyse  all 
her  energies — her  hands  were  folded  tight- 
ly on  her  breast,  as  if  to  silence  the  cla- 
morous beatings  of  her  heart — her  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  departing  fire,  with 
steady  yet  unconscious  gaze ;  she  did  not 
attempt  to  light  a  candle — she  no  longer 
marked  the  time;  her  cheeks  were  cold 
and  pale—- her  lips  quivered  convulsively, 

when 
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when  a  violent  push  was  made  at  the  cot- 
tage-door. She  started  from  her  seat  at 
the  moment  the  door  opened,  and  William 
staggered,  rather  than  w^alked,  into  the 
room. 

His  first  address  evinced  his  sitviation 
to  his  shuddering  and  affrighted  wife.  His 
rude  inquiry  of  why  it  had  not  been  pre- 
viously done,  she  answered  by  obedience' 
only — she  lighted  a  candle;  and  while, 
sunken  in  brutal  sottishness,  her  husband 
snored  at  her  side,  Anne's  night  was  passed 
in  unavailing  retrospection,  in  useless  sor- 
row, and  all  the  anguish  of  a  tortured 
heart  and  wounded  spirit. 

It  w^ould  be  useless  to  drag  our  readers 
'*  through  the  dull  rpund"  of  days  and 
nights  like  those  which  w^ere  passed  by 
Anne  Hardwicke.  Selfish  and  unprin- 
cipled, Hardwicke  cared  little  for  her  com- 
forts, while  he  enjoyed  his  own.  Mrs. 
Gibson  was  very  generous  (as  it  is  called) 
in  her  house ;  all  the  labourers  were  fed  at 
the  master's  table;  and  as  Hardwicke  was 

B  3  well 
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well  supplied  himself,  he  never  troubled 
himself  about  his  v/ife,  whose  haggard 
looks  and  wan  countenance  told  a  tale  of 
suffering  and  deprivation  which  he  did  not 
study.  He  usually  came  home  late,  and 
retired  to  bed  as  soon  as  he  entered ;  or  if 
he  remained  up  for  half-an-hour,  he  loun- 
ged and  yawned  over  the  fire,  complained 
of  fatigue,  and  scarcely  seemed  to  notice 
that  his  Wife  was  his  companion. 

She  was  patient,  she  was  uncomplain- 
ing; but  grief  gnawed  at  her  heart — a 
sense  of  injury  was  rivetted  there ;  and 
all  tenderness  for  her  husband— for  him 
who  was  to  become  the  father  of  her  child 
- — for  him  with  whom  she  was  to  pass  her 
life,  was  gone.  Scrupulously  economical, 
and  practising  the  most  rigid  self-denial — - 
neglecting  not  the  smallest  part  of  her 
liousehold  duty,  there  was  something  like 
pride,  though  it  was  a  better,  a  dreadful 
feeling,  which  encouraged  Anne  to  court 
and  to  bear  every  privation  herself,  as 
though  it  would  enhance  the  perfidy  of 

William, 
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William,  and  make  his  day  of  retribution 
more  severe.  Her  line  of  conduct,  exem- 
plary as  it  might  appear,  yet,  stimulated 
by  such  thoughts,  was  pregnant  with  mis 
chief.  She  was  destitute  of  those  prin- 
ciples of  genuine  Christianity  which,  while 
they  stimulate  to  the  greatest  exertions, 
afford  the  purest  motives  to  action,  and 
mend  the  temper  v/hile  they  soften  the 
heai-t. 

Anne  Hardwicke  acknowledged  that 
her  own  conduct  had  been  wrong,  but  she 
imagined  that  her  faults  were  cancelled  by 
her  present  sufferings ;  and  taking  no  steps 
to  reform  her  husband's  character,  she  be- 
lieved her  silence  and  forbearance  were 
proofs  of  heroic  suffering  and  virtue.  Ah! 
how  deceitful  is  the  human  heart!  and 
how  frequently  may  our  imaginary  virtues 
be  traced  to  our  worst  passions ! 

The  birth  of  a  little  girl  awakened  all 
the  maternal  feelings  in  the  breast  of  its 
mother;  and  she  would  have  looked,  per- 
haps with  a  softened  interest,  on  its  fatlier; 
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had  he  exhibited  any  signs  of  tenderness 
towards  his  offspring;  but  this  was  not  the 
case — he  turned  from  it  in  disgust ;  and 
if  by  chance  he  heard  its  helpless  moan, 
on  his  return  of  an  evening,  he  had  not 
dissembled  his  dislike,  and  had  muttered 
**  noisy  brat,"  and  "  squalling  urchin,"  with, 
no  little  asperity. 

The  babe  had  been  hushed  to  sle^  by 
its  mother;  her  cares  for  her  child  were 
unceasing — her  love  fond  and  impassioned; 
but  all  love  for  its  father  seemed  to  be  en- 
tirely extinguished  in  her  bosom. 

Mrs.  ColHns  had  not  lost  sight  of  Anne 
Hardwicke,  though  the  farmer  no  longer 
permitted  her  to  maintain  any  intercourse 
with  her.  Anne's  outward  conduct  wore 
the  appearance  of  prudence  and  propriety ; 
Mrs.  Collins  was  pleased  at  observing  it; 
and  though,  when  by  accident  she  had 
seen  her,  she  had  discovered  the  great 
change  which  a  short  time  had  wrought 
on  her  countenance,  yet  she  attributed 
this  to  the  feelings  of  self-condemnation 

wliich 
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which  she  had  undergone — to  the  effects 
of  her  recent  confinement,  and  her  pre- 
sent office  of  nurse.  These,  on  a  natu- 
rally delicate  constitution,  might  have  pro- 
duced the  alteration  which  she  had  no- 
ticed. Opportunity  was  not  afforded  her 
of  making  more  particular  inquiries  ;  and 
not  considering  Anne  Hardwicke  as  an 
object  of  pecuniary  want,  while  her  hus- 
band had  constant  employ,  and  while  they 
had  only  one  child  to  maintain,  Mrs.  Col- 
Hns^  was  comparatively  easy,  on  a  subject 
which  had  once  pressed  sorely  on  her  mind,, 
and  v/hich  would  still  have  done  so,  could 
she  have  known,  the  secret  sufferings  and 
the  embittered  feelings  of  Anne. 

A  female  friend  of  good  sense  and  good 
principles,  who  could  have  felt  affection 
and  pity  for  her — who  could  have  probed 
and  mollified  the. wounds  which  rankled 
beneath  the  semblance  of  resignation — 
who  could  have  bid  her,  in  a  soothing 
voice  and  with  softened  looks,  have  sought 
comfort  and  hope    from  Heaven — who. 

B  5  would 
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would  have  said — "  Acquaint  thyself  v/ith 
God  and  be  at  peace" — 6'^/c7^  a  friend  would 
now  have  been  of  the  utmost  value  to  our 
sufferer.  But  proud  in  the  bitterness  of 
her  misery,  she  kept  aloof  from  all  society 
or  intercourse  with  others ;  she  passed  her 
former  companions  with  a  bare  look  of  re- 
cognition, and  hastily  escaped  into  her 
cottage,  if  there  was  a  chance  of  being  en- 
gaged by  one  more  loquacious,  more  cu- 
rious, or  more  friendly  than  the  rest,  in 
any  thing  like  conversation.  Hence  it 
was  not  likely  that  the  neglected  wife 
should  hear  the  scandal  or  the  gossip  of 
Elm  wood. 

Hardwicke's  spare  hours  v/ere  divided 
betv/een  Mrs.  Gibson  and  the  alehouse. 
The  young  farmer's  return  from  market  or 
from  fair  was  frequently  anterior  to  his 
workman's  dismissal ;  and  the  excuses 
which  Mrs.  Gibson  made  for  his  detention 
v/ere  all  favourable,  with  regard  to  liis  dex- 
terity and  aptness  in  doing  jobs  for  the 
house. 

If 
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If  by  no  pretext  liis  detention  could  be 
prolonged  of  an  evening  to  an  undue  hour 
at  the  farmer's,  Hardwicke  had  a  never- 
failing  resource  at  the  alehouse ;  and  im- 
perceptibly he  curtailed  his  wife  both  of 
his  company  and  of  the  profits  of  his  week- 
ly labour,  till  he  allowed  her  a  bare  main- 
tenance;  but  tliis — even  this  did  not  move 
expostulation  from  her. 

Time  moved  on  in  one  unvaried  course, 
and  Anne  Hardwicke  wa&  again  likely  to 
become  a  mother.  The  contemplation 
w^as  a  melancht>ly  one.  Her  hardships,  her 
difficulties,  her  privations^,  must  increase. 
Her  situation  was  not  likely  to  soften  her 
husband's  hearty  and  Anne  Groves  had 
never  attempted  to  work  on  his  feelings. 

Old  farmer  Gibson  had>  soo^-  after  the 
marriage  of  his  son,  relinquished  the  farm 
to  him,  and  placed  his  arm-chair  in  the 
chimney-comer  of  a  married  daughter  w^ho 
resided  at  a  distance,  "  The  new  rules 
and  the  new  airs  of  the  new  mistiness  did 
not  suit  an  old  man,"  he  said ;  but  know- 
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ing  that  he  had  led  his  son  into  the  snare, 
by  first  hu*ing  Catherine  Benson,  and  then 
praising  her  diligence  and  activity,  he  felt 
that  he  could  not  blame,  though  he  might 
not  approve  his  subsequent  conduct. 

With  no  witness  of  her  actions  whose 
eye  she  feared,  Catherine  gave  the  reins 
to  her  disposition  and  her  inclinations. 
Her  disposition  was  violent  and  ungovern- 
able ;  she  was  profuse  in  her  expenditure, 
and  enjoyed  all  the  luxuries  of  eating  and 
drinking  herself,  while  she  allowed  them 
to  others  v/ho  were  in  her  favour.  Hard- 
wicke  was  one  of  these.  He  had  always 
been  beheld  by  her  with  an  eye  of  par- 
tiality, but  prudence,  or  rather  interest^ 
made  her  leave  no  means  unessayed  to  se-^ 
cure  the  hand  of  her  young  master.  This 
being  accomplished,  she  scarcely  tried  to 
conceal  her  preference  of  Hard  wicke ;  and 
at  length,  though  not  apt  to  be  suspicious, 
the  farmer  thought  himself  justified  in  dis- 
charging Hardwicke  from  his  service,  with 
terms  of  reproach,  which,  not  being  couch- 
ed 
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ed  in  indirect  language,  could  not  easily 
be  misinterpreted. 

Hardwicke  was  mortified  at  being  dis- 
missed from  such  a  good  service,  but  not 
ashamed  of  his  behaviour.  He  had  no 
affection  for  Mrs.  Gibson  (it  may  be  ques- 
tioned indeed  v\^hether  he  was  capable  of 
feeling  affection  for  any  human  being),  but 
her  style  of  conversation,  rattling  man- 
ners, and  effrontery  of  look,  were  much 
more  to  his  taste  than  that  of  Anne,  whom 
compulsion  could  alone  have  made  his 
wdfe. 

Dismissed  from  farmer  Gibson's,  he  re- 
sorted to  the  alehouse,  and  there  many 
days  were  passed  in  a  continued  round  of 
riot  and  intemperance,  his  wife  still  sup- 
posing him  at  the  fanner^s,  till  Saturday 
night  came,  and  brought  her  no  provision 
for  the  coming  week — her  husband  re* 
turned  not. 

Several  days  he  was  absent  ere  Anne 
ventured  on  inquiry ;  but  nearly  worn  to 
the  grave  with  ceaseless  weariness  and 

watching. 
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vratcliing,  at  length,  in  the  dark  hour  of 
evening,  she  ventured  forth,  and  with 
hesitating  voice,  and  in  broken  accents^ 
asked  a  question  which  the  first  person  shie 
sav/  could  answer,  and  v/as  not  backward 
in  doing — "  Hardwicke  had  been  dis- 
charged from  farmer  Gibson's  employ;  jea- 
lousy had  been  the  cause;  he  had  spent 
the  whole  of  the  last  week  at  the  alehouse;- 
but  on  the  Sunday  which  followed  he  had 
quitted  his  boon  companions,  saying  he 
was  going  to  seek  for  work,  and  had  not' 
since  been  heard  of.'' 

Anne  waited  neither  to  make  or  to  hear 
comment  or  remark ;  she  neither  spoke 
or  sighed;  but  turning  slowly  from  her- 
informant,  she  walked  steadily  away,  as 
though  she  would  not  be  followed,  and 
entering  her  little  dv/elling,  she  crept  to 
bed,  and  pressing  her  child  to  her  bosom, 
gave  way  to  all  the  horrors  of  wretched- 
ness, misery,  and  despair. 

Not  long,  however,  were  these  feelings 
indulged  uninterruptedly.     Towards  mid- 
night 
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night  a  loud  knock  for  admission  was 
heard  at  the  door.  She  recognized  the 
voice  of  Hardv/icke,  and  rose  to  let  him 
in.  He  spoke  with  more  kindness  than 
usual,  as  shivering  and  pale  she  stood  be- 
fore him,  her  only  address^ — "  Oh,  Wil- 
liam !  are  you  come  again  at  last  ?  where 
have  you  been  ?" 

**  I  have  been  a  long  way  off,"  returned 
he; ."  but  come,  can  ye  give  me  any  thing 
to  eat  ?  for  I'm  both  hungry  and  tired." 

Anne  produced  a  small  crust  of  bread — 
it  was  all  she  had  to  offer.  Tears  stood 
in  her  eyes,  but  she  kept  them  from  fall- 
ing, though  her  sufferings  and  her  neces- 
sities were  forcibly  proclaimed — the  crust 
was  dry  and  mouldy. 

"  Is  this  allT'  asked  William;  "  poor 
gui!" 

Anne's  eyes  now  ran  over.  These  two 
words  were  spoken  with  more  feeling  than 
had.  met  her  ear  for  many  a-day.  The 
kindly  warmth  seemed  to  touch  her  heart. 

William  eagerly  devoured  the  bread — 

"  Come, 
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**  Come,  come,"  said  he,  "  keep  in  heart ; 
we  shall  be  better  off  soon.  I've  been  to 
see  what  I  can  do,  and  I  believe  I  may 
contrive  to  keep  soul  and  body  together, 
though  no  thanks  to  farmer  Gibson,  who 
has  used  me  in  a  most  sharaeflil,  scanda- 
lous manner,  as  I  suppose  you  must  have 
heard — but  no  matter;  I  have  met  with 
a  rare  chance — a  house  rent-free,  my  girl ; 
2nd  I  shaii  have  plenty  of  business  too, 
without  being  forced  to  go  to  day-work^ 
grinding  and  sweating,  toihng  and  moil- 
ing, from  morning  till  night.  Come,  take 
heart,  and  set  about  packing — we  must 
be  going  the  day  after  to-morrow.  I  have 
bought  a  cart  and  a  horse,  and  you,  and 
the  child,  and  the  goods,  are  to  be  put 
into  it,  and  I  shall  drive  ve  all." 

*•  Where  are  we  going  V  asked  Anne, 
but  not  with  the  eager  curiosity  with 
which  such  a  question,  in  such  circum- 
stances, might  be  supposed  to  have  been 
uttered, 

**  Ob,  time  will  show,  time  will  show  f 

Do 
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Do  you  prepare  yourself,  and  leave  the 
yest  to  me." 

Obedience  seemed  to  be  the  only  part 
of  her  matrimonial  duty  which  Anne  de- 
termined strictly  to  observe.  The  morn- 
ing saw  her  busily  packing  and  preparing 
for  a  distant  journey,  while  in  utter  igno- 
rance whither  she  was  going.  She  was 
about  to  leave  the  spot  of  her  nativity — 
all  those  scenes  and  those  persons  with 
whom  every  idea  of  her  mind  had  been 
associated  till  she  had  become  the  wife  of 
Hardwicke.  But  with  that  title  they  had 
all  vanished  ;  and  she  had  existed  since  as 
much  mdependent  of  place  and  person  as 
thoiiffh  she  had  been  .in  the  desarts  of 
Arabia,-  All  places  were  now  alike  to 
her,  "  the  seasons  and  their  change."  She 
lived  only  to  ohcy  her  husband,  and  to 
love  her  child.  Every  soft  emotion  was 
absorbed  in  this  love;  and  in  proportion 
as  her  feelings  of  maternal  tenderness  were 
excited,  her  contempt  of  Hardwicke's 
conduct  increased,  though  still  no  senti- 
ment 


18  THE  EEVEALER  OF  SECHETS. 

ment  of  reproach  passed  her  lips,  or  gave 
utterance  to  her  voice. 


CHAPTER  II. 


Hardv/icke  had  adjourned  to  the  ale- 
house at  an  earlier  hour  than  usual  on  the 
evening  of  that  day  when  he  wa<s  to  quit 
Elm  wood,  in  order  to  boast  of  his  new 
situation,  and  the  advancement  of  his  for- 
tune. Anne,  fatigued  with  the  labours 
and  exertions  of  the  day,  held  her  babe  on 
her  lap,  when  a  soft  tap  was  heard  at  the 
door,  and  a  soft  step  entered  the  room. 
The  hour  of  twihght  was  arrived,  but 
Anne  felt  and  knew  the  pressure  of  Mrs. 
CoUins's  hand.  She  v/ould  have  risen- 
from  her  seat,  but  her  mistress  gently  pre- 
vented it,  saying — "  No,  I  will  sit  down 
by  your  side." 

"  This 
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**  This  is  very  kind,"  said  Anne ;  "  it 
is  indeed  very  good. '    She  said  no  more. 

"  I  don't  know  how  good,'''  returned 
j>Irs.  Collins,  "  for  I  have  ventured  forth 
v/ithcut  the  knowledge  of  my  husband. 
But  I  heard  you  were  going,  Anne,  and 
I  came  to  give  yon  my  blessing." 

"  Blessing!"  said  Anne,  clasping  her 
hands  together,  the  long  pent  emotions  of 
her  soul  now  findins:  vent ;  "  blessings  on 
such  a  v/retch  as  me !  oh,  JNIrs.  Collins ! 
do  you  know  what  you  are  saying?  bless- 
ing— bless — do  you — can  you  hless  her 
who  is  forsaken  by  hope — forsaken  by 
Gocir 

'•  'Tis  as  I  feared  then,"  said  Mrs.  Col- 
lins ;  "  'tis  as  I  feared ;  and  oh,  my  God ! 
I  thank  thee  that  I  was  led  to  come  here 
this  nicrht. — I  thouf^ht,  Anne  Groves — 
Anne  Hardwicke,  I  should  say " 

"  Oh,  call  me  not  Anne  Groves — call 
me  not  Anne  Groves,  if  you  would  not 
kill  me  !"  cried  she,  in  frenzied  emotion. 

**  I    thought,  child  Anae,"    said   Mrs. 

Collins, 
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Collins,  that  the  reports  of  thy  patience 
and  thy  composure,  which  I  heard,  might 
not   altogether    proceed    from   the   right 
cause.     I  did  not  like  thy  keeping  aloof 
from  thy   fellow-mortals — this   savoured 
something  of  pride — something  of  sullen- 
ness.     I  did  not  like  thy  keeping  away 
fi'om  the  house  of  prayer — this  did  not 
savour  of  penitence — of  faith.     Forsaken 
of  God,  didst  thou  say?  alas!  didst  not 
thou j^r6'^  forsake  him  ?  he  is  always  found 
of  those  who  seek  him — he  alwavs  *  hears 
their  cry,  and  will  help  them.'    Hast  thou 
sought  him,  child,  wdth  thine  heart  ?  hast 
thou  poured  out  thy  whole  soul  before 
him ?  hast  thou  acknowledged  thy  tians- 
gressions?  hast  thou  sought  pardon  and 
peace?" 

"  My  transgressions  are  daily  before 
me,"  said  Anne,  relapsing  into  a  tone  of 
melancholy  composure  which  astonished 
Mrs.  Collins ;  "  I  go  mourning  all  the  days 
of  my  life.  There  is  no  hope  for  me — no 
pardon — no  peace !    Except  when  I  hold 
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my  baby  to  my  heart,  I  think  it  is  con- 
verted into  stone;  then,  indeed,"  and  at 
the  moment  she  pressed  the  child  to  her 
bosom,  as  if  eager  to  prove,  to  convince 
herself  that  she  still  possessed  some  feel- 
ing, "  then — " 

"  Come,  come^  thy  heart  is  not  so  har- 
dened as  it  appears,  though  much  of  pride 
is  there  still  unsubdued  within  thee." 

"  Pride !"  repeated  Anne,  and  her  voice 
became  deep  and  gloomy ;  "  of  what  have 
/  to  be  proud  ?  look  at  me — see  me,"  and 
she  hastily  rose,  stkred  the  fire,  and  held 
herself  so  as  to  receive  the  flickering  of 
the  kindling  flame  on  her  features  ;  "  what 
liave  /to  be  proud  of?  look  at  this  poor 
babe — see  that  another  is  soon  to  enter  on 
this  wicked  world  of  woe,  and  then  talk 
of  i^ride — oh,  Mrs.  Collins,  pride  for  a 
wretch  like  me !" 

"  Pride  is  not  for  any  human  being-,'' 
said  Mrs.  Collins  ;  "  but,  alas !  it  seizes  us 
all,  and  assumes  all  shapes.  Thou  takest 
a  pride  in  suffering,  Anne ;  I  see  it — I  am 

sure 
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sure  of  it.  Thou  feelest  an  exultation 
when  thou  lookest  on  thy  husband ;  thou 
sayest,  but  not  in  words,  '  This  is  thy 
doing !" 

"  And  so  it  is — and  so  it  was !"  cried 
Anne.  "  Yes,  he  has  been  my  ruin !  he 
made  me  his  wife — he  kept  my  child  from 
shame — ^for  that  I  thank  him  ;  but  for  the 
rest — oh,  JMrs.  Collins !  nights  of  v/oe  and 
days  of  wretchedness — days  unmarked  by 
a  word,  a  look,  an  accent  of  affection — 
and  all  before  I've  seen  my  nineteenth 
year* ;  coldness,  neglect,  almost  aversion 
— my  husband  too — the  man  to  whom — 
You  forced  me  to  speak,"  said  she ;  "  never 
till  nov/  has  reproach  escaped  my  lips ;  no, 
his  neglect,  his  coldness,  his  cruelty,  all — 
all  have  I  borne.  He  does  not — cannot 
— shall  not  know  v/hat  he  inflicts — no,  not 
till  death ;  and  then,"  cried  she,  "  hk  re* 
tribution  comes — and  then " 

Her  voice  rose,  her  form  expanded ;  a 

,    dire 

*  And  ?.U  er^  eighteen  years  had  shed 
•^ Their  honours  o'er  her  royal  het\d.      Queeri's  Wakis 
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<^ 


dire  expression  was  impressed  on  her  fea- 
tures. 

Mrs.  Collins  put  her  hand  before  the 
mouth  of  Anne — "  Hold  thy  peace,  un- 
happy child!"  said  she,  "nor  dare  to 
breathe  such  guilty  words  of  vengeance, 
and  these  towards  thy  husband — the  fa- 
ther of  thy  child.  Anne,  Anne,  how  dost 
thou  talk — how  art  thou  changed!  Pray 
for  a  better  spirit." 

"How  can  I  pray,  when  my  prayers 
will  not  be  heard?"  asked  the  unhappy 
creature,  in  the  same  wild  tone. 

Mrs.  Collins  now  gently  took  her  hand, 
and  in  tlie  mildest  iind  most  benevolent 
accents  besought  her  to  listen.  She  spoke 
in  the  language  of  reason  and  true  piety. 
She  produced  many  passages  from  Scrip- 
ture, to  prove  that  "  the  secret  sighing  of 
the  contrite  heart  was  not  disregarded  by 
the  Almighty ;"  but  at  the  same  time,  she 
shewed  that  true  contrition  could  not  sub- 
sist with  stubborn  sullenness.  She  soon 
gaw  the  effect  her  words  produced ;  and 

following 
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following  up  the  advantage  she  had  gained, 
she  went  on  to  speak  of  the  tender  mer- 
cies and  loving-kindnesses  of  God,  w^hich 
were  evinced  even  in  his  chastenings,  for 
that "  he  loved  those  whom  he  chastened  f 
that  afflictions  were  intended  for  the  trial 
of  faith ;  and  that  when  they  were  thus 
received,  a  sacred  consolation  would  be  ex- 
perienced, even  in  the  hour  of  suffering. 

The  warm  tears  of  Anne  fell  on  the 
hand  of  Mrs.  Collins,  as  her  heart  melted 
within  her. 

"  We  are  all  of  us  erring  creatures,  my 
child — we  know  it,  we  feel  it.  We  have 
all  need  of  forgiveness  ;  but  if  fie  in  whom 
there  was  no  sin  prayed  in  a  moment  of 
bitter  agony  (the  bitterest  agony)  for  those 
who  murdered  him,  how  ought  we  to 
pray  for  one  another!  William  Hard- 
wicke  has  injured  thee  deeply — of  this 
thou  needest  not  to  be  told ;  thy  own'  va- 
nity, however,  precipitated  thy  fall,  Anne, 
But  let  us  not  talk  of  the  past — the  fu- 
ture is  still  in  thy  power.    Try  what  thou 

canst 
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canst  to  conciliate  thy  husband — to  soften 
his  nature — to  bend  his  heart  towards 
thee — to  win  his  love.  In  so  doing,  thou 
wilt  be  performing  a  duty  which  will  be 
well-pleasing  to  God,  and  which  will 
bring  peace  and  comfort  to  thyself,  even 
if  thou  shouldst  not  succeed  to  thy  ut- 
most wished  with  thine  husband.  But 
who  knows  what  an  alteration  such  a  con- 
duct, aided  by  frequent  and  fervent 
prayer,  may  accomplish?  The  mercy 
of  God  is  unbounded !  The  proud  bear- 
ing, the  hardened  silence  in  which  thou 
hast  been  wrapped,  is  not  Christian  forti- 
tude, or  Christian  resignation;  it  would 
go  under  another  term,  which  I  have  for- 
gotten, but  it  is  to  be  found,  I  know,  in 
the  dictionary,  and  it  is  there  explained 
by  *  hatred  of  mankind*.'  Thou  dost  not 
hate  thy  fellow-beings,  Anne — thou  dost 
not  hate  tlie  innocent  babe  thou  boldest 
in  thine  arms?" 

"  Oh  no,  no !"  sobbed  Anne,  passion- 
VOL.  II.  c  ately 

*  Misanthropy. 
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ately  kissing  its  lips,  fervently  folding  it 
to  her  breast. 

"  Neither  dost  thou  hate  its  Jathe?^ — 
thine  husband  ^^  f' 

Anne  still  held  her  face  over  the  child ; 
her  "sobs  ?lone  spoke  for  her ;  till  sinking 
on  her  knees  beside  Mrs.  Collins,  she  lift- 
ed up  her  soul  in  humble  prayer  to  Hea- 
ven. 

Mrs.  Collins  departed  not  till  she  had 
brought  Anne  Hardudcke  into  a  composed 
frame  of  mind — till  she  had  convinced  her 
of  her  dangerous  error,  in  having  resigned 
herself  to  the  influence  of  despair;  and 
the  comfort  she  would  derive  in  pouring 
out  her  sorrows  at  the  throne  of  her  Hea- 
venly Father. 

Anne  gave  her  mistress  a  solemn  pro- 
mise  of  never  relinquishing  this  strong 

anchor, 

»  Imperceptibly  as  Mrs.  Collins's  feelings  had  warmed, 
her  Expressions  gained  strength;  and  she  had  fallen  into 
"  thee"  and  "  thou"  in  addressing  Annn,  without  being 
conscious  of  having  departed  from  her  usual  mode  of  ce»- 
versing. 
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anchor,  this  hold  of  the  Christian's  trust. 
She  o^vned,  that  but  for  this  conversation 
with  Mi*s.  Colhns,  she  feared  her  reason 
would  have  left  her,  for  that  she  sometimes 
felt  as  if  she  had  not  had  the  power  of  dis- 
cerning right  from  wrong — "  But  you 
have  given  me  fresh  motives  for  action,'* 
said  she,  with  something  of  cheerfulness 
in  her  voice ;  "  you  have  been  telling  me 
to  try  wliat  my  '  chaste  conversation, 
coupled  with  fear,'  will  do  on  Hardwicke. 
I  win,  at  any  rate,  bear  every  trial  that 
awaits  me,  as  looking  for  your  approba- 
tion, and  as  one  who  hopes  to  obtain  the 
favour  of  Heaven !" 

Mrs.  Collins's  eyes  glistened  with  de- 
light— she  pressed  the  hand  of  Anne  with 
fervour,  as  she  put  something  within  it. 
She  kissed  the  babe  with  maternal  w^armth, 
and  quitted  the  cottage  "with  a  gratified 
heart,  though  with  a  contrariety  of  feel- 
ings. She  was  gratified  at  the  change  she 
had  wrought  in  the  sentiments  of  Anne ; 
but^  she  deeply  sympathized  in  the  ex- 

c  2  treme 
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treme  wretchedness  of  her  situation,  and 
deeply  mourned  her  unhappy  lot,  and  the 
sad  fate  which  thus  in  early  life  she  had 
carved  out  for  herself, 

Anne  continued  in  deep  thought  some 
time  after  I"vlrs.  Collins  had  quitted  her. 
A  revolution  in  her  sentiments  and  mo- 
tives of  action  had  taken  place  from  this 
charitable  visit;  with  these  were  now 
blended  deep  regret  and  sorrow,  at  the 
prospect  of  ^  separation,  a  separation  which 
might  be  for  ever,  from  her  earliest,  her 
best,  her  only  friend — "  My  friend,  in- 
deed !"  sighed  she ;  "  oh,  had  I  listened 
to  her  counsels,  had  I  followed  her  advice, 
I  might  at  this  moment  have  been  happy^ 
and  free  from  guilt !" 

But  it  was  not  a  tnmsient  change  which 
had  been  wrought  in  the  mind  of  Anne ; 
and  she  saw  the  impropriety  of  giving 
way  to  that  retrospective  accusation  of 
herself,  which  led  to  supine  inert  ion  or  to 
stubborn  despair.  She  put  up  the  parting 
remembrance   of  ^Irs.   Collins,    laid   her 

baby 
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baby  to  rest  in  that  cottage  for  the  last 
time,  and  busied  herself  in  making  the 
arrangements  which  were  yet  remaining 
for  the  morrow.  A  two-pound  note  was 
the  kind  benefaction  of  her  mistress ;  this 
she  resolved  to  consider  as  a  sacred  depo- 
sit, and  carefully  to  husband  it  for  an  hour 
of  need, 

Mrs.  Collins  had  said — "  I  ask  not  to 
hear  from  you,  Anne ;  my  prayers  will  be 
always  breathed  up  for  you  at  the  Throne 
of  Grace,  and  chance  may  perhaps  give 
us  intelligence  of  one  another;  but  the 
farmer  would  not  like  my  receiving  letters 
from  you ;  and  Hardwicke  would  see  your 
letters  to  me ;  for  if  he  did  not,  1  should 
be  teaching  you  deceit;  so  let  it  be — it 
will  be  better  to  remain  silent." 

Anne  had  acceded  to  the  prudence  and 
propriety  of  this  resolve,  as  she  saw  no  al- 
ternative. She  could  have  wished  to  have 
told  Mrs.  ColHns  to  what  place  Hardwicke 
was  going  to  take  her;  but  of  this  she  was 
wholly  ignorant ;  and  her  mistress  had  in- 

c  3  formed 
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formed  lier,  that  the  report  of  the  village 
had  been  quite  silent  in  regard  to  Hard- 
wicke's  intended  residence,  he  having  said 
at  the  alehouse  that  he  meant  not  to  di- 
vulge it  to  any  one. 


CHAPTER  TIL 


^^.^<r  ^^^^#'«^^«^#''«^#'  **■»■ 


William  came  home  at  a  late  hour; 
Anne  tried  to  receive  him,  not  only  with ' 
her  usual  degree  of  patient  forbeamnce, 
but  with  some  show  of  cheerfulness;  and 
though  the  struggle  was  a  severe  one,  yet 
in  part  she  succeeded. 

Hardwicke  did  not  seem  in  an  ill  hu- 
mour, but  he  proposed  retiring  imme- 
diately to  bed,  saying  they  must  be  off 
before  day ;  he  soon  fell  asleep. 

Anne  did  not  close  her  eyes ;  a  thousand 
foreboding,    anxious   thoughts   oppressed 

her 
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her  mind ;  but  "  in  tlie  multitude  of  her 
sorrows'*  she  forgot  not  to  lift  up  her  soul 
in  prayer,  and  some  comfort  was  derived 
to  her  soul  from  having  done  so. 

Day  was  just  dawning,  when,  after 
three  hours  of  hard  labour,  in  which  our 
poor  emigrant  had  borne  her  part,  Hard- 
wicke  announced  that  all  was  ready ;  and 
being  assisted  by  him  into  the  vehicle,  the 
smack  of  the  whip  resounded  through  the 
silent  village  of  Elmwood,  and  the  cart 
was  put  in  motion. 

ject  which  she  could  discern,  for  not  a 
house,  a  tree^  a  gate,  but  was  now  beheld 
with  an  aching  regard,  with  a  feeling  of 
regret,  for  each,  and  all,  of  these  was  asso- 
ciated in  her  mind  with  some  past  image 
of  infancy  or  of  youth. 

Old  Sarah  Grimes  opened  her  chamber 
window  as  she  heard  the  cart  wheels,  eager 
to  gratify  her  curiosity,  though  at  the  risk 
of  her  health,  and  unrobed  and  shivering, 
she  called  out,  in  a  hoarse  and  rough  tone 

c  4  — "  Good 
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— '*  Good  bye,  Anne !  Gk)od  bye,  Wil- 
liam !  Good  luck  to  ye  both,  wheresoever 
ye  may  be  going !" 

Her  voice  thrilled  through  the  shattered 
nerves  of  Anne ;  she  dared  not  answer  in 
return — a  faint  nod  of  the  head  was  alone 
indicative  of  having  heard  her.  She  hastily 
turned  av>- ay,  and  on  the  other  side  of  the 
common,  enclosed  by  a  high  court  wall, 
she  cauglit  a  glimpse  of  farmer  Collins's. 
The  windows  were  closed — her  good  mis- 
tress was  at  rest — "  Sweet  and  tranquil 
be  her  sIccd  I"  sighed  the  grateful  Anne ;. 
**  and  may  every  comfort,  every  blessing 
attend  her !" 

Her  aching  eyes  were  still  strained  to- 
wards the  farm,  till  it  was  lost  to  her  view 
from  distance  and  the  mists  of  morning ; 
then  turning  away,  with  a  bitter  sigh  she 
pressed  her  baby  to  her  bosom,  folded  her 
long  cloak  yet  tighter  over  it,  to  shield  it 
from  the  cold,  and  in  melancholy  reverie 
was  borne  on  her  journey. 

William  did  not  seem  inclined  for  con- 
versation ; 
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versation ;  he  sat  on  a  bar  in  the  front  of 
the  cart — the  horse  was  the  chief  object 
whom  he  addressed,  and  too  frequently  he 
seemed  to  think  that  oaths  were  better 
understood  by  the  patient  and  useful  ani- 
mal than  tvords :  but  when  these  did  not 
answer  to  his  wishes,  he  did  not  spare  the 
whip,  and  its  unoffending  sides  were  lash- 
ed with  merciless  severity. 

As  we  have  purposely  avoided  naming 
the  county  in  which  the  village  of  Ellm- 
wood  was  situated,  so  we  do  not  think  it 
necessary  to  mention  the  number  of  miles 
which  Anne  Hardwicke  travelled  ere  she 
reached  her  destined  home.  We  v,  ish  to 
disclaim  all  individuality  in  the  little  bea- 
con which  we  now  hold  up  to  view ;  and 
if  we  were  to  give  the  exact  geography 
of  the  country,  so  ma7iy  would  have 
known  the  tract,  that  we  should  have 
been  in  danger  of  having  had  each  cha=. 
racter  affixed  to  at  least  twenty  different 
persons ;  for,  alas !  many  are  the  William 

c  5  Hardwickes 
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Hardwickes — many  are  the  Anne  Hai'd- 
wickes,  to  be  met  witii. 

Almost  worn  out  by  fatigue,  her  limbs 
aching  from  the  rough  and  continued  mo- 
tion of  the  cai-t,  her  temples  throbbing, 
her  heart  palpitating  in  expectation  of  the 
fearful  future,  it  was  late  in  the  evening 
when  Hardwicke  stopped  at  a  hedge  ale- 
house ;  he  gave  the  reins  into  the  hands  of 
Anne,andj  umping  down,ran  into  the  house ; 
but  presently  returned,  and  was  followed  by 
a  tall  man,  who,  holding  a  lanthorn  in  his 
hand,  as  he  held  it  up,  in  order  to  give 
Hardwicke  an  opportunity  of  resuming 
the  reins,  the  light  flashed  on  his  face ; 
Anne  shuddered  at  the  instantaneous 
glance;  his  features  were  dark,  and  of  a 
strikingly  ferocious  cast — his  voice  was 
rough  and  coarse. 

'*  'Tis  all  right,  come  along  then,"  said 
Hardwicke. 

The  man  jumped  up  on  the  bar  beside 
him ;  the  smack  of  the  whip  again  echoed 

in 
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in  the  air — again  they  were  set  in  motion. 
They  did  not  proceed  very  far,  for,  by  the 
dh'eetion  of  their  new  guide,  they  turned 
out  of  the  high  road,  upon  a  common, 
which  was  deep  with  ruts,  and  on  which 
they  ever)^  moment  seemed  in  danger  of  be- 
inff  overturned ;  however  it  was  useless  for 
Anne  to  give  way  to  her  fears,  they  v/ould 
not  have  been  attended  to  by  her  chario- 
teer or  his  companion :  they  continued  in 
earnest  discourse ;  little  of  it  was  heard  by 
her,  and  less  was  intelligible,  from  the 
oaths,  the  slang  language,  and  the  sup- 
pressed tones  in  which  they  spoke. 

At  lengtli  a  poor-looking  cottage  ap- 
peared at  the  edge  of  the  waste,  and  as  the 
cart  drew  up  to  the  door,  Anne  was  given 
to  understand  that  she  saw  her  future  re- 
sidence. She  cast  a  wistful  look  around, 
but  was  silently  assisted  from  the  cart: 
their  guide,  whom  Hardwicke  ailled  by 
the  familiar  appellation  of  "  Joe,"  took  a 
key  from  his  pocket,  and  unlocked  the 
dooi'.     She  entered ;  barren  walls,  the  chill 

c  6  feel 
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feel  of  vacancy,  the  low  roof,  the  scarcely- 
habitable  repair  of  the  tenement,  all  these 
v/ould  have  been  passed  over  by  Anne, 
who  had  not  lately  been  used  to  luxurious 
accommodations,  and  whose  taste  was  not 
fastidious,  but  the  situation  appeared  to 
her  more  wretched  and  desolate  than  any 
thing  she  had  ever  beheld ;  nothing  but  a 
wide,  a  rugged,  and  a  barren  waste — 
scarcely  within  the  reach  of  a  human  be- 
ing ;  not  a  tree,  a  bush,  a  slope,  or  mound, 
to  take  off  from  the  vast  and  melancholy 
expanse,  for  such  it  now  appeared:  but 
when  daylight  should  return,  she  should 
be  able  to  form  a  more  correct  idea  of  the 
place,  than  she  was  able  to  do  at  this  dark 
and  miserable  season — a  season  of  severe 
trial ;  and  nothing  could  have  prevented  her 
from  giving  way  to  the  terrors  of  the  present 
and  of  the  future  with  which  she  was  assail- 
ed, but  that  imperious  sense  of  duty,and  that 
firm  reliance  in  an  over-ruling  Providence, 
which  had  so  seasonably,  and  with  such  be- 
nign influencejtaken  possession  of  her  mind. 

In 
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In  the  confusion  attendant  on  the  bustle 
of  being  set  down  in  an  empty  cottage, 
and  passing  the  night  amidst  packages  and 
furniture,  thrown  down  for  her  to  arrange, 
Anne  had  not  much  chance  of  gaining 
that  repose  of  which  she  stood  in  need : 
while  Hardwicke  and  his  colleague 
went  to  take  care  of  the  horse,  she  em- 
ployed herself  in  laying  out  the  furniture 
of  her  cross  bedstead  in  the  inner  room, 
or  rather  closet,  which  appeared  to  be  the 
allotment  for  the  sleeping  apartment. 
This  done,  and  the  men  being  returned, 
she  had  hoped  to  have  seen  Joe  take  his 
leave;  but,  on  the  contrary,  she  heard 
Hardwicke  declare  an  intention  of  not  go- 
ing to  bed  at  all ;  Joe  was  to  pass  the  re- 
maining hours  till  morning  with  him ;  so 
they  kindled  a  fire  on  the  hearth,  with 
some  wood  w  hich  Joe  brought  in  from 
the  stable,  and  Hardwicke  produced  bread 
and  cheese  and  a  bottle  from  one  of  the 
packages. 

Anne  having  eaten  a  bit  of  bread,  was 

desired 
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desired  to  retire  to  rest  with  tbxe  child;  and 
having  seated  themselves  on  two  low 
boxes,  the  men  crowded  to  the  chim* 
ney,  and  in  low,  unbroken  discourse,  con- 
tinued their  private  communications  with- 
out interruption,  though  we  cannot  say 
that  they  did  not  interrupt  the  repose  of 
poor  Anne ;  she  lifted  up  her  soul  to  Hea- 
veU)  and  besought  that  resolution  and 
that  fortitude  so  necessary  for  the  future — 
the  fearful  future,  towards  which  she  shud- 
dered to  look !  She  knew  not  for  what 
trials  she  ^vas  reserved ;  there  was  nothing 
that  had  the  least  appearance  of  comfort 
or  respectability  in  their  new  situation — 
Was  there  any  comfort  in  such  a  residence 
as  the  one  to  which  Hardwicke  had 
brought  her?  Did  respectability  attach 
to  his  new  associate?  What  was  the 
basis  of  their  intimacy  ?  Into  what  fear- 
ful  league  of  amity  v/ere  they  about  to 
enter  ?  What  occupation — what  business 
— what  calling  was  that,  which  demanded 
such  a  removal — which  sought  such  a  soli- 
tary 
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tary  residence — which  required  the  as- 
sistance of  such  a  dark  and  ferocious-look- 
ing confederate  as  Joe  ? 

Invohmtarily  she  snatched  her  child  to 
her  bosom,  as  she  mentally  asked  the  lat- 
ter question,  as  though  she  would  have 
secured  its  innocence  from  the  almost  ex- 
pected attack  of  banditti.  Insensibly,  how- 
ever, her  fears  and  her  anticipations,  her  con- 
jectures and  her  unavailing  retrospections, 
were  blended  in  one  confused  and  indis- 
tinct chaos,  to  which  the  name  of  sleep 
could  not  be  attached.  Sleep,  that  balmy 
friend  of  the  WTetched,  is  benign  and  gen- 
tle in  its  influence,  but  the  dormant  state 
of  Anne's  corporeal  frame  did  not  prevent 
her  being  visited  by  discordant  images  of 
mental  disquietude;  now  the  smack  of 
Hardwicke's  whip  and  his  loud  oath  vi- 
brated on  her  ear — now  she  felt  the  cart 
oversetting  in  the  deep  rut ;  and  ere  she 
eould  scream  her  terrors,  her  babe,  her 
little  Anne,  was  impelled  from  her  arms, 
and  dashed  on  the  ground!     Now  she 

stopped, 
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sto2:)ped,  with  a  sudden  jar,  at  the  door 
of  her  new  dweliuig ;  but  she  could  not 
see  the  way  before  her,  for  the  darkness 
was  impervious;  then  the  large  hand  of 
Joe  grasped  hers ;  he  pulled  her  forcibly 
into  this  cavern  of  night,  and  turning  the 
key  upon  her,  left  her  to  horrors  which 
seemed  interminable ! 

From  such  visions  she  was  awoke  by 
Hardwicke  at  an  early  hoiu*;  his  friend 
had  quitted  him.  Anne  arose  at  his  bid* 
ding,  and  immediately  busied  herself  in 
preparing  the  breakfast;  articles  for  the 
supply  of  this  meal  they  had  brought  with 
them,  and  while  Hardwicke  was  engaged 
at  it,  Anne  mildly  inquired  the  mode  of 
life  which  he  meant  to  pursue,  and  his 
prospects,  on  having  determined  to  make 
the  cottage  they  w  ere  then  in  the  future 
place  of  their  residence  ? 

With  more  freedom  and  apparent  ex- 
pHcitness  than  he  generally  used  towards 
his  wife,  William  answered,  that  though 
the  cottage  was  not  to  be  sure  altogether 

the 
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the  prettiest  place  in  the  world  (in  which 
remark  Anne  cordially,  though  silently,  co- 
incided), yet  it  had  very  great  advantages 
for  them ;  it  had  been  built  on  the  waste, 
and  being  unoccupied,  they  should  have 
it  rent-free,  for  the  man  who  built  it  was 
not  likely  to  lay  claim  to  it  again  in  a 
hurry, 

A  wild  smile  overspread  his  counte- 
nance as  he  said  these  v/ord,  which  in- 
duced the  simple  monosyllables — "  Why 
so?"  from  Anne. 

"  Why,  how  veiy  curious  you  women 
are !    Why,  because  he  was  hanged  at  the 

last assizes  for  the  murder  of  his 

wife !" 

Anne  hastily  rose  from  her  seat;  she 
clasped  her  hands  together — she  looked 
around  her  with  an  air  of  wild  affright ; 
but  repressing  the  scream  of  terror  which 
she  would  have  given,  on  seeing  the  sur- 
prise which  William's  countenance  evin- 
ced, she  sighed  as  she  returned  to  her 
place,    saying — "  Was   it  Iwe — here,  in 

this 
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this  house  —  in  this  v^ry,  very  house, 
he  did  the  dreadful  deed?  Oh,  Wil- 
liam— *-" 

William  hroke  out  into  a  horselaugh 
at  witnessing  her  behaviour,  saying — 
**  Why,  Anne,  do  you  think  it  will  be 
infectious?  One  would  really  imagine 
that  you  saw  the  ghost  of  the  woman,  raw 
head  and  bloody  bones,  at-  this  moment. 
Gome,  child,  prithee  don't  make  thyself 
such  a  deuced  fool  P' 

Anne  tried  to  repress  her  horror,  and  to 
reassume  composure,  while  William  went 
on  with  his  information ;  he  told  her  that 
the  place  to  which  he  had  brought  her 
was  nearly  midway  between  two  large 
towns,  being  twenty  miles  from  the  one 
and  eighteen  from  the  other;  and  that 
when  they  were  fairly  off  the  common, 
which  to  be  sure  was  quite  a  slough  in  the 
winter  time,  as  she  might  see,  the  turn- 
pike road  to  either  place  was  as  good  as 
any  in  the  kingdom;  that  he  meant  to 
keep  the  markets  weekly  at  each  of  them» 

with' 
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with  butter  and  eggs  and  poultry",  and 
any  thing  be  could  pick  up  in  the  coun- 
try ;  that  a  great  deal  of  profit  was  to  be 
made  in  this  calling,  and  his  cart  would 
eonvey  all  the  goods  to  market,  and  them- 
selves also.  On  Wednesday  they  would 
go  to  (me  place,  on  Saturday  to  the  other ; 
sometimes  be  shoidd  go  alone,  and  at 
others,  when  goods  were  plenty,  Anne 
mu;st  accompany  him,  to  sit  in  the  mar- 
kets and  dispose  of  them. 

Anne  did  not  utter  a  dissenting  word- 

He  ccttjtinued — "  Joe  is  a  hearty  fellow, 
he  will  help  us  to  sometbing  worth  sell- 
ing, my  life  for  him,  though  he  may  not 
be  able  to  go  with  us ;  however,  he  is  to 
be  a  sort  of  partner,  for  be  advanced  part 
of  the  money  to  buy  the  horse  and  cart." 

"  Would  it  not  have  been  better,"  said 
Anne,  "  to  have-  set  out  independent  of 
assistance?     The  system  of  borrowing — '' 

"  Poll,  poh !  now  your  tongue  is  loosen- 
ed, 'twill  go  twenty  to  the  dozen,  I  sup- 
pose, like  as  old  mother  Collins's  used  to ; 

'twould 
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'twould  be  always  better  if  the  women  had 
been  consulted,  I  dare  say.  Drink  your 
tea,  child,  and  hold  your  tongue." 

Anne  did  so,  and  revolved  in  her  mind 
her  new  situation,  and  the  new  employ- 
ments in  vvhich  she  was  to  be  engaged ; 
but  without  experience,  she  could  have 
formed  no  idea  of  its  hardships  and  fa- 
tigues. That  experience,  however,  was 
soon  gained;  and  when  fairly  engaged  in 
it,  how  frequently  was  her  wonder  excited 
at  William's  not  preferring  the  hardest 
and  most  serv^ile  occupation,  as  a  day- 
labourer,  to  such  a  wild,  a  lawless,  and  de- 
sxiltory  mode  of  life ! 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


The  early  part  of  each  week  was  des- 
tined for  foraging  and  traversing  the  sur- 
rounding country  in  all  directions,  for  ar- 
ticles of  sale  against  the  Wednesday's  mar- 
ket. In  roads  almost  impassable^ — in  paths 
almost  untrodden,  Hardwicke  ordered 
Anne  to  go  in  one  route,  while  he  took 
another;  and  every  farm  and  every  cot- 
tage was  visited  for  eggs,  for  poultry,  for 
butter,  with  which  to  load  the  cart. 

The  country  was  wild  and  barren ;  here 
and  there  a  farmhouse  was  placed  in  a  cul- 
tivated spot,  but  the  miry  common  and 
deep  grounds  to  be  passed  over  in  order 
to  get  to  it,  often  fatigued  poor  Anne, 
and  made  her  ready  to  faint  ere  she  ar- 
rived.    With  her  child  on  one  arm,  her 

large 
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large  basket  on  the  other,  the  weight  of 
accumulated  sorrow  at  her  heart,  she  could 
scarcely  speak  her  purpose  when  she  came. 
She  was  scarcely  able  to  pass  the  tremen- 
dous house-dog,  who  barked  and  growled 
at  her  approach.  A  look  of  suspicious  in- 
quiry seemed  to  follow  when  she  had  made 
her  business  known,  which  her  hurried 
accents,  her  broken '  voice,  and  haggard 
feme,  were  not  likely  to  dissipate.  She 
was  a  stranger  too,  and  the  prejudices  of 
a  contracted  mind  are  ever  up  in  arms 
against  a  stranger.  If  she  purchased  any 
thing,  her  money  was  looked  at,  and 
sounded,  and  turned  about,  as  though  an 
imposition  was  expected ;  and  not  unfre- 
quently  she  had  scarcely  a  negative  re- 
plied to  her,  in  a  voice  of  cold  laconic  cau- 
tion, ere  she  was  driven  from  the  door,  to 
measure  back  her  painful  way,  and  hj  an-^ 
other  toilsome  walk,  expose  herself  to  such 
another  rude  repulse. 

The  manners  and  behaviour  of  Anne 
Hardwicke  w^re^  not  likely  to  invite  con- 
fidence 
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fidence  amongst  the  lower  orders  of  the 
community,  her  spirits  subdued  by  mis- 
fortune, her  health  declining,  her  natural 
timidity  increased  by  a  sense  of  her  hard 
and  peculiar  situation;  a  stiff  answer  evaded 
the  curious  inquiry  of  the  rustic  gossip,  or 
contemptuous  silence  was  alone  returned 
to  tlie  bold  familiarity  of  the  country  boor. 

But  these  were  comparatively  easy  la- 
bours to  what  ensued.  At  the  dead  of 
night,  in  the  cold  and  wintry  winds  of 
Februar}%  when  no  moon,  no  star  illu- 
mined the  horizon,  then  it  was  that  the 
cart  wheels,  the  oaths  of  Hardwicke,  the 
cracking  of  the  whip,  gave  her  to  under^ 
stand  that  the  journey  for  the  moiTOw's 
i^arket  was  about  to  commence. 

If  Hardwicke  expected  Joe  to  be  his 
companion,  he  sometimes  dispensed  with 
the  attendance  of  Anne;  and  having  roused 
her  from  her  piUow,  to  assist  him  in  ar- 
ranging the  goods,  he  left  her  in  the  lone 
and  solitary  cottage,  to  pass  the  dre^y 
hpurs  of  his  absence,  and  to  be  ready  for 

his 
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his  return  the  succeeding  night,  or  rather 
morning,  to  spread  his  supper,  and  to  re- 
ceive him  with  smiles  of  bland  and  cheer- 
ful welcome,  even  though  he  returned  in- 
toxicated, and  ansv/ered  her  onlv  with 
quarrelsome  abuse;  but  when  Anne  was 
to  accompany  him — when,  with  her  child, 
she  was  ordered  forth  to  brave  the  mid- 
night air,  the  rain,  the  wind,  the  storm, 
to  travel  the  live-long  night,  only  to  reach 
the  town  with  the  dawn  of  day,  and 
then  to  repair  to  the  market,  and  spread 
her  goods,  and  wait  till  all  were  sold 
— when  such  was  her  irksome  task,  her 
svifferings  seemed  beyond  her  strength : 
Hardwicke  repaired  to  the  alehouse,  and 
there  steeled  his  frame  with  copiou% 
draughts ;  but  thither  Anne  never  follow- 
ed him ;  a  cup  of  tea  was  all  the  beverage 
she  took;  but  this  was  not  sufficient  to 
support  her  under  such  severe  exertion — 
to  enable  her  to  meet  the  eager  dexterity 
of  those  who  sought  to  take  advantage  of 
her  diffidence  and  inexperience,  and  to 

purchase 
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purchase  articles  beneath  their  value,  or 
to  fit  her  to  meet  the  coarse  and  unlicensed 
bantering  of  those  who  sat  beside  her,  and 
who,  engaged  in  the  same  employment  of 
traffic,  could  yet  find  time  for  uttering 
the  ready  joke,  and  frequently  set  decency 
at  defiance  by  their  bold  and  shameless 
discourse. 

With  the  setting  sun  the  journey  home- 
wards was  recommenced ;  it  ended  not  till 
morning  re-appeared,  when  cold,  shiver- 
ing, and  nearly  spent,  poor  Anne  crept  to 
her  bed,  to  trv  to  shut  out,  for  a  few  tran- 
sient  hours,  a  sense  of  wretchedness,  of 
which,  but  a  few  fleeting  months  before, 
she  could  have  formed  no  idea.  But  ever 
retaining  in  her  mind  the  advice  of  Mrs. 
Collins — ever  keeping  alive  in  her  breast 
a  strong  sense  of  religion,  and  a  firm  faith 
in  God,  she  yet  struggled  to  subdue  all 
repining  sensations,  and  to  exert  herself 
to  the  very  utmost  in  the  exercise  of  her 
duty. 

But  vain  was  the  trial,  vain  was  the 
VOL,  IL  D  hope 
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liope  of  affecting  the  mind  of  her  husband 
with  any  sense  of  religion.  The  Sabbath 
which  broke  on  his  return  from  market 
-was  literally  "a  day  of  rest"  to  him.  He 
never  quitted  his  bed  till  after  the  hour  of 
noon ;  and  when  Anne  had  expressed  an 
intention  of  walking  to  church  (which  she 
heard  with  sorrow  was  four  miles  distant), 
he  had  at  first  endeavoured  to  laugh  her 
out  of  it ;  but  when  he  found  he  could  not 
thus  succeed,  and  that  her  sense  of  religious 
duty  was  not  merely  an  outward  show,  he 
laid  his  stern  and  harsh  commands,  and  told 
her  to  remain  at  home,  and  get  his  din- 
ner— ^he  did  not  choose  that  his  wife  should 
be  nmning  about  the  country  of  a  Sunday, 
to  leave  him  all  alone,  with  no  one  to  do 
any  thing  for  him. 

Anne  was  thus  constrained  to  remain ; 
but  she  severely  felt  the  unprincipled  cru- 
elty of  this  conduct. 

Joe  generally  came  in  on  a  Sunday  even- 
ing, to  settle  the  accounts  of  the  foregoing 
week,  and  to  plan  schemes  for  the  purchase 

of 
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of  articles  for  the  one  ensuing.  The  con- 
versation of  the  friends  was  still  unintel- 
ligible to  Anne ;  she  could  not  understand 
what  they  meant  by  lions  and  eagles;  they 
were  words  adapted  to  their  slang  lan- 
guage, in  w^hich  she  was  not  anxious  to 
be  initiated. 

But  though  an  idle  curiosity  found  no 
entrance  in  her  breast,  she  yet  could  not 
but  be  anxious  and  uneasy  concerning 
tlie  firm  and  mysterious  link  which  ap- 
peared to  have  united  these  two  men. 
When  Joe  accompanied  William  to  the 
markets,  her  presence  was  not  required ; 
but  when  she  went,  Joe  was  accustomed 
frequently  to  stop  the  cart  on  a  bleak 
down,  and  at  the  dead  of  night,  and 
scarcely  a  word  being  exchanged  on  either 
side,  ^  bag  was  thrown  into  the  cart,  and 
Joe  went  his  way.  The  contents  of  this 
bag  were  never  made  known  to  Anne; 
but  she  had  her  fears,  and  cruel  fears  they 
M'ere,  that  some  nefarious  traffic  was  thus 

D  2  pursued 
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pursued  in  secrecy,  in  silence,  under  co* 
vert  of  the  night — she  dreaded  the  event. 

At  length  the  anticipated  hour  arrived, 
and  Anne  Hardwicke  a  second  time  ex- 
perienced those  pains  which  call  for  the 
assistant  kindness  of  a  fellow-being.  An 
old  woman,  inured  to  the  office,  but  steel- 
ed by  age  and  disposition  from  every  softer 
feeling,  arrived  in  time.  She  had  been 
procured  by  Joe.  Disgust  and  abhorrence 
were  felt  by  Anne  on  seeijig  her.  If  she 
had  hoped  for  comfort — if  she  had  expect- 
ed sympathy  from  a  being  of  her  own  sex, 
she  found  none  here;  and  a  boy  was  brought 
into  the  world,  for  whom  she  asked  the 
blessing  of  Heaven,  while  she  scarcely 
dared  to  hope  that  it  would  be  bestowed 
to  her  prayers. 

Enfeebled  both  by  bodily  and  mental 
suffering,  she  was  constrained  to  have  at- 
tendance; and  the  associates  having  dis- 
patched the  old  woman,  now  introduced  a 
nurse,   whose  manners   and  deportment 

were 
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were  equally  repugnant  to  the  sufferer  as 
had  been  those  of  her  former  attendant. 
This  woman  was  young,  and  not  plain  in 
her  person,  but  bold  and  forward,  with  a 
boisterous  freedom  of  address,  which  shock- 
ed the  sensitive  spirit  of  Anne.  A  ready 
joke  and  a  coarse  laugh  were  at  hand  for 
the  men,  but  an  imwiiling,  a  careless,  or  a 
sullen  assistance  was  rendered  Anne;  and 
her  rough  behaviour  towards  the  helpless 
children  often  forced  tears  to  their  mother's 
eyes. 

Tea  and  sugar  were  as  plentifully  squan- 
dered by  this  unprincipled  creature  as 
they  had  been  sparingly  used  by  Anne ; 
but  Hardwicke  seemed  to  be  careless  of 
the  probable  consequences  of  this  extra- 
vagance ;  and  when  Anne's  door  was  closed, 
and  with  a  babe  on  eitM'lltee  of  her,  she 
was  consigned  to  rest,  she  not  unfrequently 
listened  in  shuddering  fear  to  the  late  ca- 
rousal, the  loud  laugh,  the  discordant  oath, 
of  three  beings,  who  seemed  to  be  regard- 

D  3  less 
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less  of  all  the  laws  of  morality  and  deco- 
rum. 

But  principle  was  still  the  leading  spring 
of  Anne  Hardwicke's  conduct.  Her  con- 
versation with  Mrs.  Collins  had  never 
faded  from  her  mind.  In  the  midst  of 
sorrow  and  anguish,  the  bright  hopes  then 
unveiled  to  her  view  had  still  illumined 
her  soul;  and  it  was  the  purest  motive 
which  impelled  her,  ere  she  was  fit  for  the 
exertion,,  to  resume  her  household  cares 
and  her  domestic  duties.  She  could  ob^ 
serve  that  tliis  arrangement  did  not  please 
Susan,  v/ho  flovmced  about,  and  pretended 
to  be  very  busy,  and  to  give  an  account  of 
this,  and  of  that,  and  to  talk  of  "  care,  and 
attention,^and  iwt  havi?ig  wronged  nobodi/j 
and  so  forth." 

William  wmtn^t^  iid  not  attach  any  de- 
gree of  credit  to  Anne  for  her  wish  of  dis- 
charging her  nurse — "  She  was  always  try- 
ing  to  do  more  than  other  folks,"  he  told 
her ;  "  and  so  the  upshot  of  the  matter 

was. 
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was,  that  she  did  less ;  he  dared  to  say  the 
end  of  it  all  would  be,  that  she  would  get 
ill  again,  and  want  a  doctor  and  attend^ 
ance ;  so  he  should  not  part  with  Sue  yet, 
he  could  assure  her.  Sue  was  a  free-hearted 
girl,  and  fit  to  live  in  the  world ;  besides, 
he  should  want  somebody  to  keep  the 
markets  along  with  him j  now  goods  were 
plenty,  till  Anne  was  able  to  go,  and  so 
Sue  might  do  that  as  well  a&  any  thing 
else." 

Anne  saw  how  things  were  going  on ; 
her  suspicions  were  raised,  and  she  too  soon 
perceived  that  this?  quondam  nurse  was 
her  rival  in  her  husband's  favour ;  but  this 
also  she  bore,  though  not  without  much 
agony  of  mind.  She  tried,  however,  to 
conduct  herself  so  as  to  shew  her  husband 
the  superiority  which  existed  between  her 
own  character  and  that  of  his*  present  fa- 
vourite. She  never  descended  to  illiberal 
abuse  or  harsh  reproach  ;  but  by  the  mark- 
ed coldness  of  her  manner  towards  Susan, 
and  the  steady  seriousness  of  her  deport- 

D  4  ment, 
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ment,  she  convinced  them  that  her  injuries 
were  known  and  Jelt !  But  w^eeks  and 
months  elapsed,  and  Susan  still  made  a 
part  of  the  family. 

Hardwicke  had  for  some  time  appeared 
more  peevish  and  passionate  than  usual. 
Joe  had  frequently  come  of  an  evening ; 
they  had  gone  out  together,  and  staid  late. 
Susan  had  been  privy  to  their  secret  con- 
sultations ;  only  Anne — only  the  wife,  the 
faithful  wdfe,  had  been  kept  in  the  dark. 
But  at  length  she  was  told,  as  though  it 
was  a  matter  of  favour,  that  she  shoidd 

accompany  William  to  the  market 

on  the  next  day,  and  Sue  would  stay  at 
home,  and  take  care  of  the  house  and  the 
girl.  The  boy  Anne  was  to  take  in  her 
lap — he  could  not  do  without  his  mother ; 
and  tliough  the  nights  began  to  be  long 
and  cold,  and  though  he  was  weak  and 
tender,  yet,  as  usual,  Anne  was  obedient ; 
but  a  more  than  usual  trembling  seized 
her  as  she  was  about  to  ascend  the  cart. 
She  turned  back  once  more  to  kiss  her 

httle 
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little  girl — she  even  pressed  the  hard  hand 
of  Susan  as  she  said — "  Take  care  of  her 
— I  leave  you  my  child." 

Joe  was  at  the  door — he  laughed  as  she 
said  'these  words ;  while  William  said — 
*'  Give  me  the  pistols — and  now  throw  in 
the  bag,  Joe — so  now  for  it.  If  we  are 
stopped  to-night,  I  would  not  give  much 
chance  for  the  rum  one's  life.  I  am  sure 
I  have  well  loaded  them — yes,  yes,  the 
balls  were  well  chosen." 

"  Balls,  pistols !  for  Heaven's  sake,  tell 
me,  Hardwicke,  what,  whom  do  you  fear?'* 

He  answered  not.  The  horse  knew  the 
sound — he  felt  the  lash  of  the  whip — the^ 
were  on  their  way. 


CHAP. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


The  travellers  had  proceeded  some  time 
without  molestation  or  hindrance,  and  the 
fears  of  Anne  began  to  subside,  Avhen  a 
sudden  turn  in  the  road  enabled  them  to 
perceive  two  men,  virho  springing  forwards, 
one  of  them  held  a  hght  to  the  cart,  as 
he  seized  the  horse  by  the  reins,  calling 
out  in  an  audible  voice,  and  bidding  Hard- 
wicke  to  stop. 

He  answered  only  by  an  oath,  and  by 
lashing  his  horse;  but  the  man  still  re- 
strained the  animal  from  proceeding,  say- 
ing— "  We  have  a  warrant  for  searching 
your  cart,  therefore  you  had  as  well  make 
no  resistance." 

William  replied  not,  but  snatching  up 
one  of  the  pistols,  he  tired  it,  and  lodged 
the  contents  in  the  breast  of  the  speaker. 

The 
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The  deep  groan  of  the  man — the  wild 
scream  of  Anne,  ascended  together  on  the 
still  ear  of  night.  The  other  man  would 
probably  have  shared  the  same  fate  as  his 
companion,  but  that  the  pistol  exploded 
in  the  air,  Hardudcke  then  jumped  fronv 
the  cart,  and  fled  along  the  road,. the  man 
pursuing  him;  while  a  helpless  bab^  cry- 
ing in  her  arms — a  murdered  man  groan- 
ing out  his  last  on  the  ground  before  her 
— deserted  and  forlorn,  at  such  an  hour, 
in  such  a  situation,  is  it  to  be  wondered 
if  the  reason  of  Anne  Hardwicke  tottered 
on  its  throne?'  She  knew  not  what  she 
did — she  scarcely  remembered  what  she 
was;  but  she  still  held  her  child  fast  in  her 
arms,  as  she  sprang^  to  the  ground,  and 
turned,  as  if  mechanically,  towards  home. 

She  wandered  through  the  remainder 
of  the  night,  and  was  seen  and  recognized 
in  the  morning,  when,  exhausted  by  fa- 
tigue, she  had  fallen  on  a  heap  of  earth  at. 
the  side  of  the  road. 

The  man  who  found  her  was  servant  at 
D  6  a  farm. 
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a  farm  where  she  bad  been  used  to  pur- 
chase butter.  To  his  inqmries  as  to  how 
she  came  to  be  in  that  place  at  such  an 
hour,  and  in  such  an  unprotected  situa- 
tion, she  only  answered — "  Home,  home, 
oh,  let  me  go  home !  there  is  my  child — 
there  is  my  little  Anne — there  we  can  all 
die  together ! — yes,  one  grave,  one  coffin, 
will  do  for  three— for  three — for  all !  Oh, 
let  me  go  home  !" 

The  man  saw  it  was  useless  to  ask  her 
any  questions,  or  to  attempt  to  reason  with 
her;  he  therefore  contented  himself  with 
shewing  her  the  nearest  way  home,  and 
then  left  her. 

Morning  had  long  dawned  on  the  pros- 
pect, when  the  wretched  hovel  of  despair 
broke  on  the  view  of  Anne  Hardwicke. 
At  the  moment  that  her  eager  eyes  were 
first  cast  upon  it,  she  saw  a  flame  flash 
from  its  latticed  window,  and  smoke  as- 
cend in  columns  to  the  sky !  Then  what 
a  flight  was  hers !  then  what  a  shriek  of 
anguish !  surely  it  must  have  moved  both 

heaven 
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heaven  and  earth ! — yes,  her  cry  was  heard 
— some  peasants  going  to  their  accustom- 
ed labour  heard  the  signal  of  distress — 
they  heard  and  obeyed  its  call,  and  they 
hastened  to  the  rescue  of  the  sleeping  in- 
habitants of  the  now  blazing  tenement. 

Nature  kept  up  animation  in  the  breast 
of  the  agonized  mother.  She  saw  the 
door  burst  open,  and  depositing  her  boy 
on  the*  ground,  she  would  frantically  have 
rushed  through  the  flames  to  seek  her 
otlier  darling ;  but  Susan  and  Joe  issued 
from  the  dwelling,  and  prevented  her. 
They  forcibly  pushed  her  back— the  thatch- 
ed roof  fell  in — her  child — her  first-born — 
her  sweet  Anne,  was  gone  for  ever !  and 
the  now-distracted  mother  was  once  again 
mercifully  lost  to  the  consciousness  of  mi- 
sery. 

Our  readers  can  imagine  the  nocturnal 
scene  of  intoxication  and  riot  in  which 
Joe  and  Susan  had  been  the  actors,  and 
which  had  led  to  this  dreadful  catastrophe 

— we 


62  THE  REVExVLER  OF  SECRETS. 

— we  will  draw  the  veil  over  their  disgust- 
ing  orgies. 

In  a  state  of  unconsciousness  from  which- 
no  heart  of  humanity  would  wish  to  rouse 
her,  Anne  Hardwicke  and  her  remaining 
babe  were  taken  to. the  nearest  poorhouse,- 
and  there  kept,  while  inquiries  were  made 
concerning  tlie  parish  of  Hardwicke. 

In  the  meantime  he  had  been  appre-r- 

hended  and  secured  in gaol,  for  the 

wilful  murder  of  lord 's  gamekeeper.. 

Poachinc:  had  been  tlie  contraband  traffic 
in  which  he  had  been  engaged.  Joe  had 
been,  his  original  instigator,  his  partner; 
and  abettor,  and  Joe  was  now  also  taken 
up,  on  suspicion  of  being  privy  to  the  mur- 
der; but  he  could  easily  prove  an  a //Z^/,. 
and  he  resolved  to  tell  all  he  knew  of  his 
quondam  companion,  in  order  to  clear  him^ 
self*  and  his  friend  Susan  nromised  to  bear 
him  out.. 

The  parish  of  William  Hardwicke  be- 
ing satisfactorily  ascertained,  his  wife  was 

ordered 


THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS.  63 

ordered  to  be  conveyed  to  it,  and  a  cart 
was  procured,  into  which  she  was  lifted ; 
her  child  was  then  put  in  her  lap.  Her 
senses  still  remained  in  the  same  stunned 
and  bewildered  state  in  which  they  had 
been  on  the  morning  of  the  fire.  She 
seemed  unconscious  of  every  passing  oc- 
currence, and  to  be  awake  only  to  the 
knowledge  of  her  child,  which  she  still 
held  fondly  to  her  bosom. 

The  carter  bad  been  hired  to  perform  a 
parish  job — it  was  his  care  to  do  it  as  ex- 
peditiously as  he  could,  without  consult- 
ing the  feelings  of  the  person  whom  he 
was  to  convey.  At  night  he  got  her  a 
bed,  and  ordered  her  some  homely  food ; 
sometimes  Anne  tasted  of  it,  at  others  she 
let  it  pass.  With  the  morning  her  jour- 
ney recommenced — but  hei^  journey  was 
nearly  ended — she  was  nearly  arrived  at 
her  haven  of  rest ! 

It  was  near  the  mellmv,  pensive  season 
of  autumn ;  the  trees  had  assumed  their 
loveliest  brown;  the  wind  was  high,  and 

some 


64       THE  revealer  of  secrets. 

some  of  their  leaves  rustled  on  the  ground 
whilst  it  sighed  in  their  branches ;  the  sky 
was  unsullied  azure ;  the  sun  vfas  diverg- 
ing towards  the  west  with  a  saffron  glow, 
when  on  the  third  day  of  their  journey 
they  were  approaching  a  to^^Tl.  The  noise 
of  drums,  of  tnunpets,  the  ringing  of  the 
church  bells,  a  crowd  of  people,  shouts 
which  rent  the  air — even  Anne  Hard- 
wicke  looked  around  her,  as  she  half-raised 
herself  in  the  cart,  and  for  the  first  time 
addressed  the  carter  with — "  What  is 
this  ?" 

"  Why  this  place  is  Burnet,"  answered 
he ;  "  and  it  is  Burnet  fair  to-dav." 

Every  recollection,  every  grief,  every 
sorrow,  every  pang,  every  agony,  came  in 
one  moment  to  the  memory  of  Anne — 
but  only  one  moment,  for  clasping  her 
hands  together,  and  looking  towards  hea- 
ven, she  feel  back  in  the  cart,  and  resigned 
her  soul  without  a  groan. 

When  the  cart  stopped  at  Elmwood, 
the  faded,  the  emaciated,  but  the  still  lovely 
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form  of  Anne  Groves — lovely  even  in 
death — was  recognized  by  all  the  villagers. 
A  beauteous  boy  lay  smiling,  as  it  was 
clasped  to  the  still,  cold  heart  of  its  mo- 
ther. All  hearts  were  moved  by  such  a 
sight — all  eyes  overflowed.  Nothing  was 
licard  but  the  praises  of  Anne  Groves — 
what  she  once  had  been  was  the  theme  of 
every  tongue — her  virtues  were  talked  of, 
her  failings  were  forgotten. 

It  has  been  elegantly  and  justly  said  by 
a  hving  female  writer*,  that  "  hke  the 
white  alb  of  baptism,  the  shroud  has  a 
purifying  effect  on  our  remembrance,  hal- 
lowdng  those  it  enfolds." 

Mrs.  Collins  took  the  child  of  Anne 
home,  and  adopted  it,  with  the  full  con- 
sent of  the  farmer.  The  remains  of  poor 
Anne  were  consigned  to  tlie  churchyard  of 
Elmwood.  Happy  was  it  that  she  did  not 
live  to  see  the  untimely  fate,  the  hardened 
exit  of  Hardwicke  !  It  was  proved  tliat 
he  had  taken  the  pistols  with  him  for  a 

murdering 

»  Mrs.  West. 
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murdering  design,  other  witnesses,  besides 
Joe  and  Susan,  having  heard  him  vow 
vengeance  against  the  devoted  gamekeeper. 
But  the  end  of  the  poacher  has  been  de- 
scribed in  true  colours,  and  with  a  faithful 
pen: — 

That  ruffian,  whom  true  men  avoid  and  dreadj 
Whom  bruisers,  poachers,  smugglers,  call  black  Nedr 
Was  Edward.  Mansell  once,  the  lightest  heart 
That  ever  plaj'd  on  holiday  his  part ; 
The  leader  he  in  every  Christmas  game — 
The  harvest-feast  grew  blither  when  he  came ; 
And  liveliest  on  the  chords  the  bow  did  glance, 
When  Edward  nani'd  the  tune,  and  led  the  dance. 
Kind  was  his  heart,  his  passions  quick  and  strong, 
Hearty  his  laugh,  and  jovial  was  his  song; 
And  if  he  lov'd  a  gun,  hi&  father  swore 
Twas  but  a  trick  of  youth  would  soon  be?  o'er — 
Himself  had  done  the  same  some  thirty  years  before. 
But  he  whose  humours  spurn  law's  awful  yoke, 
Must  herd  with  those  by  whom  law's  bonds  are  broke. 
ITie  common  dre^d  of  justice  soon  allies 
The  clown  who  robs  the  warren  or  excise, 

With 
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With  sterner  felons  train'd  to  act  more  dread, 

Even  with  the  wretch  by  whom  his  fellow  bled; 

Then,  as  in  plagues  the  foul  contagions  pass, 

Leav'aing  and  festering  the  corrupted  mass, 

Guilt  leagues  with  guilt,  while  mutual  motives  drav^*. 

Their  hope,  impunity — their  fear,  the  law ; 

Their  foes,  their  friends,  their  rendezvous  the  same, 

Till  the  revenue  baulk'd,  or  pilfer'd  game. 

Flesh  the  young  culprit,  anrl  example  leads 

To  darker  villany  and  direr  deeds. 

Wild  howl'd  the  wind  the  forest  glades  along. 

And  oft  the  owl  renew'd  her  dismal  song, 

Around  the  spot  where  erst  he  felt  the  wound. 

Red  William's  spectre  walk'd  his  midnight  round ; 

When  o'er  the  swamp  he  cast  his  blighting  look, 

From  the  green  marshes  of  the  stagnant  brook, 

The  bittern's  sullen  shout  the  edges  shook. 

The  waning  moon,  with  storm* presaging  gleam> 

Now  gave  and  now  withheld  her  doubtful  beam ; 

The  old  Odk  stoop'd-  his  arms,  then  flung  them  high, 

liellowing  and  groaning  to  the  troubled  sky — 

*Twas  then  that,  crouch'd  an)id  the  brushwood  sere,. 

lu  3IaUvood-walk  youug  Manseli  watcli'd  the  deer. 

The  fiittest  buck  receiv'd  his  deadly  shot, 

The  watchful  keeper  heard,  and  sought  the  spot ; 

Stout; 
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Stout  were  their  hearts,  and  stubborn  was  their  strife ; 
O'erpowerM  at  length  the  outlaw  drew  his  knife  ; 
Next  mom  a  corpse  was  found  upon  the  fell — 
The  rest  his  waking  agony  may  tell*. 

We  do  not  apologize  for  giving  the 
whole  of  this  striking  picture. 

"  That  vice  should  triumph — virtue  vice 
obey! ,"  must  not  produce  any  wonder,  or 
any  doubt  of  the  superintendance  of  Pro- 
vidence in  the  minds  of  our  readers.  !Mrs. 
Gibson,  it  is  true,  is  still  living  in  the  vil- 
lage of  Elm  wood,  but  she  is  neither  re- 
spected or  beloved.  The  mortal  part  of 
poor  Anne  is  mouldering  in  the  church- 
yard— she  is  mourned  and  lamented;  and 
Mrs.  Collins  and  some  others  have  been 
heard  to  say,  as  they  have  passed  the 
humble  grave — "  This  was  the  harvest  of 
Bumet  fair.'' 


Thus 

*  The  autlior  of  the  Bridal  of  Triermain. 
t  Parnell's  Hcniiit, 


THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS.    69 

Thus  ended  Miss  Carey's  little  manu- 
script; but  I  must  add  what  she  omitted 
in  her  relation,  that  Hardwicke  was 

**  The  man  all  tatter'd  and  torn, 

That  kiss'd  the  maiden  all  forlorn, 

That  niilk'd  the  cow  with  the  crumpled  hora, 

That  tosisM  the  little  dog  over  the  thora. 

That  worried  the  cat. 

That  kiil'd  ti.e  rat, 

That  eat  the  malt, 

That  hiy  in  the  House  that  Jack  built.** 


CHAP 
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CHAPTER  VL 


Had  she  been  divested  of  all  attraction  of 
person  and  manner,  the  independent  for- 
tune of  Miss  Carey  would  have  secured 
lier  admirers ;  but  I  never  saw  any  wo- 
man who  was  so  perfectly  free  from  co- 
quetry, A  proposal  of  marriage  she  re- 
ceived as  a  compliment  which  ranked  the 
pretender  amongst  her  friends;  but  she 
couched  her  reftisal  in  such  explicit  terms, 
that  though  it  was  accompanied  with  her 
peculiar  sweetness  of  utterance,  nothing 
was  left  on  which  hope  could  feed;  there 
was  no  expectation  of  working  a  change 
of  opinion ;  her  decision  madCy  it  admitted 
of  no  appeal. 

I  do  not  knov/  that  she  had  resolved 
against  another  attachment,  but  her  heart 

could 
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could  not  easily  change  the  object  of  its 
regards ;  in  order  to  conquer  her  affection 
for  one  man,  she  did  not,  of  necessity y  fix 
it  on  another,  which  I  have  observed  to 
be  very  frequently  the  case  with  her  sex, 
who  are  so  susceptible,  that  there  can  be 
no  intei^regnum  in  their  attachments,  and 
most  luckily  the  post  is  so  easily  filled, 
that  they  are  never  sensible  oi  vacuity. 

Miss  Carey's  correspondence  had  ceased 
with  Raby  after  he  had  announced  Mrs. 
Raby^s  journey  to  England — it  had  drop- 
ped  on  the  part  of  Agnes — "  Raby," 
thought  she,  *"  has  nov/  a  nearer  and  a 
dearer  friend  than  myself — my  letters  will 
be  uninteresting  to  him.  I  have  not  even 
the  opportunity  of  speaking  of  this  be- 
loved friend,  because  she  purposely  avoids 
me.  By  pursuing  the  correspondence,  I 
could  not  benefit  him — by  omitting  to  do 
so,  I  am  benefiting  myself;  I  am  acting 
as  reason  and  propriety  suggest,  and  as  my 
own  conscience  approves." 

Neither 
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Neither  did  Miss  Carey  busy  herself  in 
making  indirect  inquiries  concerning  the 
conduct  and  character  of  Mrs.  Raby — 
"  The  information  which  I  might  receive,** 
said  she,  ^'  might  come  through  a  preju- 
diced medium ;  and  at  any  rate,  the  rea- 
son of  my  curiosity  might  be  suspected, 
and  I  might  be  accused  of  a  motive  which 
I  dared  not  avow." 

There  were  persons,  however,  who 
made  it  their  business  to  tell  Miss  Carey 
that  Mrs,  Raby  had  been  the  reigning 
beauty  of  the  circle  in  which  she  had 
moved  in  London  the  preceding  winter ; 
and  that  her  having  appeared  so  much  in 
public  during  the  absence  of  her  husband, 
and  so  very  young  and  inexperienced  as 
she  was  herself,  had  been  much  remarked 
on. 

Agnes  was  careful  that  neither  a  word 
or  look  should  convey  an  according  opi- 
nion on  her  part,  though,  when  retired 
into  my  recesses,  I  have  witnessed  the 

sigh 
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Sigh  which  would  fain  have  wafted  itself 
to  Mrs.  Raby,  with  mild  counsel  and  af- 
fectionate advice. 

The  spring  and  summer  had  passed,  and 
the  distracted  state  of  the  Peninsula  gave 
no  hope  of  Raby's  return.  Time  and  re- 
ligion had  worn  off  the  edge  of  Agnes's 
disappointment,  and  she  could  long  since 
have  received  him  with  the  unblushing 
and  unembarrassed  welcome  of  a  sister. 
iJrs.  llaby  had  left  London,  and  \\'as 
gone  to  a  watering-place — she  seemed 
purposely  to  avoid  Agnes  and  myself:  and 
now  a  circumstance  took  place,  which 
called  forth  all  the  active  benevolence  of 
my  mistress,  and  which  introduced  me  to 
new  scenes, 

I  will  not  (lepy  that  my  favourite  INIiss 
Carey  had  something  romantic  about  her. 
She  delighted  to  visit  Nature  in  her  wild- 
est haunts  and  "  roughest  moods,"  and  fre- 
quently strolled  to  the  edge  of  the  Severn, 
and  to  the  cottage  of  dame  Griffiths,  ere 
the  spirit  of  the  tempest  was  hushed  to 

VOL.  II.  E  rest. 
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rest,  and  few  ladies  would  have  ventured 
abroad,  but  in  a  proper  walking-trim,  and 
guarded  with  thick  shoes.  Agnes  loved 
to  gratify  her  taste  with  the  sight  of  the 
grand  and  the  awful ;  for  though  delicate 
in  her  appearance  and  general  habits,  there 
was  none  of  that  shrinking  imbecility 
about  her,  which  makes  the  least  corpo- 
real exertion  an  Herculean  undertaking  to 
many  of  her  timid  sex.  Agnes  did  not 
expect  to  meet  with  adventures  in  these 
rambles,  and  therefore  she  did  not  pur« 
posely  expose  herself  to  danger,  in  expec- 
tation of  a  timely  rescue ;  her  mind  was 
impressed  with  something  of  a  better  sort 
— she  looked  "  through  nature,  up  to  na- 
ture's God." 

It  was  about  the  time  of  the  autumnal 
equinox;  the  night  had  been  unusually 
tempestuous,  and  from  the  period  of  my 
first  foundation,  I  never  recollect  to  have 
been  so  forcibly  affected.  My  roof  was 
ripped  by  the  wind — the  chimney  which 
once  suspended  my  poor  founder  rocked 

to 
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to  and  fro — my  doors  clapped — the  trees 
in  the  shrubbery  were  many  of  them  laid 
prostrate  on  the  ground,  others  were  de- 
spoiled of  their  foliage — while  the  rustling 
leaves  on  some  high  beeches  which  were 
in  my  front  sent  forth  a  mournful  sounds 
as  the  wind  passed  over  them,  which  I 
shall  not  easily  forget.  The  loud  thunder 
and  the  vivid  lightning  filled  up  the  awe 
of  this  dreadful  night;  and  the  cold,  waning 
moon  seemed  to  cast  a  look  of  nnelancholy 
concern,  as  at  intervals  she  might  be  dis- 
tinguished ploughing  her  way  amid  the 
contending  elements. 

Miss  Carey  could  not  sleep ;  she  slipped 
on  a  wrapping-gown,  and  paced  her  cham- 
ber. It  was  not  fear  which  made  her  leave 
her  pillow,  but  admiration  and  awe  seem- 
ed combined  in  her  soul — a  soul  which 
could  lift  itself  up  in  devotion  at  the  calm 
and  cheerful  hour  of  noon,  or  at  the  per- 
turbed vigil  of  dark  midnight  Towards 
morning  the  storm  appeared  to  die  away; 
and  after  enjoying  some  hours  of  tranquil 

E  2  repose, 
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repose,  Agnes  awoke  refi-eshed,  and  grate- 
'ful  to  him  who  had  preserved  her  from 
tlie  dangers  of  the  past  night. 

Dame  Griffiths  had  been  more  than 
usually  complaining  of  late,  and  after 
such  a  fearful  night,  she  wished  to  go  and 
inquire  after  her,  and  at  the  same  time 
she  felt  a,  desire  to  view  the  river,  while 
it  continued  to  be  agitated  from  the  late 
tempest.  Buffeting  with  the  yet  unap- 
peased  wind,  and  sometimes  scarcely  able 
to  keep  her  feet,  by  a  rugged  and  unfre- 
quented path,  .she  at  length  reached  the 
cottao'e  of  the  dame.  She  had  been  used 
to  lift  the  latch  and  to  enter  without  ce- 
remony. 

The  dame  was  seated  on  a  chair  by 
the  fire;  a  girl  w^ho  usually  assisted  her 
was  standing  near.  She  scarcely  looked 
round  as  Agnes  entered,  but  cried  out — 
"  They  be  come  back  again  then — God  be 
thanked !"  but  on  seeing  the  courtesy  of 
the  girl  she  turned  her  head,  saying — 
**  Mercy  upon  us  all,  if  it  ben't  madam  Ca- 
rey ! 
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rey !  How  d'ye  do,  IVIiss  ?  why  who  would 
have  thought  of  seeing  you  in  sich  a  day 
as  this  ?" 

"  You  would  not,  I  dare  say,"  said 
Agnies ;  "  but  how  are  you,  jNIargaret,  after 
the  wretched  night  we  have  had  ?" 

"  Wretched  indeed,  dear  lady !  I  thought 
the  cottaoce  and  all  of  us  should  be  blown 
into  the  river  before  mornincc.  How  the 
wind  did  roar !  and  the  waters  Avas  as  high 
as  mountains,  and  they  ovei-flowed  their 
banks — I  thought  it  would  have  come  in- 
to the  house,  and  that  we  should  have 
been  pretty  well  washed;  but,  God  be 
thanked!  we  were  safe  of  that  too. — 
Look,  see.  Poll,  out  at  the  door,  and  mind 
if  Davy  do  make  way.  Lauk,  lauk ! 
'twere  very  venturesome  for  'en  to  put 
off." 

"  Is  your  husband  on  the  water  now  ?" 
asked  Agnes. 

*•  Yes,  my  lady,  he  be  indeed,"  said  the 
dame;  "and  I  did  so  beg  and  pray  that 
he  would  stay  a  bit ;  but  nothing  xvculd 

E  3  do, 
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do,  but  he  must  go.  The  young  lady 
was  ail  hke  a  mazed  woman  tiU  he  put 
off." 

"  Young  lady !"  repeated  Agnes ;  "  sure- 
ly no  young  lady  is  gone  out  in  a  boat  on 
such  a  sea  as  this?" 

"  Oh,  but  there  be  indeed,  madam." 

"  Aye,"  said  the  girl,  who  had  been 
watching  at  the  door,  **  and  there  you 
may  see  her,  IVIiss.  Dont'ee  see  a  little 
white  speck,  as  'twere,  there  in  the  boat? 
— ^that's  she  ;  and  master  is  forced  to  drift 
along  wi'  her,  and  to  go  as  the  wind  do 
take  'em." 

**  LlaG^  hs  put  lip  a  sail,  Foil?"  asked 
the  dame,  with  quickness. 

"  No,  no;  why,  bless' e,  missess,  he  dares 
not  for  his  life.  Ah,  dear  me !  there  he 
do  tack  again.  I  do  believe  this  be  the 
twentieth  time  I've  seen  'em  tack." 

"  I  wish  he  was  well  over,"  said  the 
dame ;  "  he  promised  me  faithful  he  would 
not  try  to  come  back  again  till  the  storm 
was  fairly  gone  past*" 

Agnes! 
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Agnes  was  at  the  side  of  the  girl;  their 
eyes  were  fixed  on  the  same  object — a 
little  boat  buffeting  about  on  a  river, 
whose  weaves  were  raging  with  the  tu- 
multuous fury  of  the  ocean ;  every  stroke 
of  the  oar  seemed  to  throw  up  the  shallow 
boat  to  a  mountainous  height  on  the  com- 
ing surge,  and  as  it  receded,  the  frail  bark 
was  apparently  plunged  into  a  fathomless 
abyss  of  ocean ! 

"  Where  does  she  want  to  go  ?"  said 
Agnes.  "  Surely  Davy  can  never  reach 
the  opposite  shore — it  is  madness  to  at- 
tempt it." 

"  Aye,  my  lady,  and  so  I  told  en ;  but 
the  lady  did  tender  en  a  good  ten  pound 
note  of  the  Bank  of  England,  as  good  as 
gold ;  and  she  did  beg  and  pray  that  he 
would  go  so  hearty — I  thought  she  would 
have  gone  down  of  her  knees,  for  my 
part.  She  did  want  to  go  to  her  friends, 
you  see,"  nodding  significantly  at  Agnes. 

"  She'd  not  much  time  to  lose,  I  do  he- 
*lieve,''  said  the  girl,  answering  her  mis- 

E  4  tress. 
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tress,  and  still  keeping  her  eyes  iipon  the 
boat. 

**  There — if  they  ben't  tacked  again, 
and  makhig  for  shore.  I  do  believe  as 
they'll  never  get  on  to-day." 

"  Where  did  the  lady  come  from  ?*' 
asked  A  ones. 

•*  Oh  laws,  madam !  /  can't  tell  any 
more  than  the  man  in  the  moon,"  said  the 
dame.  "  Tuas  last  atemoon,  you  see, 
that  a  chay  came  along  here ;  and  how  it 
ccird  come  along  these  here  roads,  I'm 
siire  I  don't  know.     'Tis  some  years  that 

i  have  been  to ;  but  then,  I'm  sure, 

I  never  thou  eh  t  that  a  carriaoe  could 
come  along.  Well,  sure  enough,  'twas 
last  aternoon,  may  be  'twas  up  five  o'- 
clock— I  Jvnow  Poll  there  had  just  washed 
up  the  two  or  tlu-ee  teathings,  and  the 
wind  v\'as  beginning,  to  be  very  rumhuS' 
tical,  when  Davy  said  to  me — *  Hark  ye, 
how  the  wind  it  do  roar !'  and  I  said  as  I 
thought  'twas  somewhat  like  thunder,  for 
I  be  afeard  of  thunder ;  and  Poll  said — • 

'  Fiirs. 
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*  Figs,  if  it  ben't  a  post-chay  !'  and  to  be 
sure,  a  post-cliay  'twas,  sure  enough  ;  and  I 
presently  bethought  me,  madam,  as  'twere 
yon,  tliough  you  had  always  come  here 
afore  on  foot ;  but  still  I  thought  as  madam 
Standford  v/ouldn't  be  down  about  our 
uncoed  roads  in  a  carriage.  Well,  the 
driver  he  did  ask  as  if  Davy  wasn't  the 
owner  of  a  boat  ?  and  when  he  did  say 
to  en,  yes,  he  was,  the  door  of  the  chay 
was  opened,  and  a  young  lady  she  stepped 
out ;  aye,  sure,  and  mighty  pretty  she  was 
to  look  upon,  for  now  and  then  she  did 
put  aside  the  w^hite  mcuitUng  from  afore 
her  face ;  but  she  was  quite  a  young  thing 
— not  older,  I  think,  than  oiu'  Poll  there, 
but  a  married  woman  for  all  that." 

"JMaraed!"  repeated  Agnes. 

*•  Oh  yes,  madam,  that  she  were !  for  I 
see'd  the  gold  ring  on  her  little  white 
finger,  when  she  did  take  off  her  glove— 
I  see'd  en  v/ith  my  own  eyes.  Oh,  she 
be  a  wife,  I  promise  ye !  and  will  be  a 
mother  too,  afore  many  weeks  do  pass." 

E  5  "  And 
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"  And  this  young  creature,  in  this  si- 
tuation, is  now  exposed  to  the  mercy  of 
the  elements,  in  yon  frail  boat?"  said 
Agnes. 

"  Yes,  my  lady ;  but  indeed,  and  m- 
deed,  'tis  not  for  want  of  asking,  for  I  did 
beg  and  pray  of  her  to  stay  here  till  the 
a'ternoon  ;  but  she  wasn't  to  be  persuaded 
— ^no,  she  wasn't." 

"  Who  is  with  her  ?^ 

"  Xot  a  Christian  soul  in  the  world, 
madam,  but  my  husband.  The  post-chay 
then,  you  see,  went  away  directly — he  be- 
longed only  to ;  and  when  the  lady 

found  as  they  wouldn't  put  her  over  there 
last  night,  why  she  came  away  here  ;  but 
Davy  Griffiths  told  her  as  'twas  as  much 
as  his  life  was  worth  to  go  then ;  and 
w^hen  she  did  hold  up  the  ten  pounds,  he 
said  nothing  shoidd  tempt  en  afore  morn- 
ing. So  here  she  did  sit,  sighing  all  night 
long  in  our  chimney-corner ;  and  not  a  bit 
nor  a  drop  wou'd  she  taste  along  wi'  us. 
Though  she  be  a  young  thing,    she  be 

very 
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very  stout-hearted  and  stubborn,  as  'twere. 
She  didn't  speak  free  and  hghtsome,  as  you 
do ;  but  then  you  see  she  was  in  trouble ; 
and  she  did  sigh — times  and  times  she  did 
sigh ;  and  then  she  wou'd  look  upon  the 
fire — and  then  she  wou'd  look  round  upon 
the  house  here,  as  though  she  did  say — 
*  To  think  of  my  being  in  such  a  mean 
place  as  this  be !'  But  she  w^as  beautiful 
to  look  upon  too ;  for  when  her  eyes  was 
turned  another  way,  I  did  just  use  to 
catch  a  little  peep  at  her  features — but> 
laws,  'tis  a  very  young  thing !" 

"  Where  is  she  going?" 

"  Oh,  bless  your  heart,  madam  !  I  don't 
know ;  but  I  wish  she  was  safe  there,  with 
all  my  heart." 

"  And  so  do  I  too,"  said  the  girl  at  the 
door;  "  but  the  boat  is  brought  back  along 
shore,  and  I  do  believe  they'll  be " 

A  scream  from  the  girl  was  echoed  by 
one  from  Agnes.  Both  sprang  off  at  the 
same  moment,  for  both  had  seen  the  over- 

E  6  whehning 
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whelming  surge,  as  it  covered  tlie  borit, 
and  both  ran  to  the  shore,  alike  unknow- 
ing their  intent.  Griffiths  had  maintain- 
ed his  station,  though  half-drowned,  but 
his  helples^s  charge  had  been  ^vashed  over- 
board. A  mountainous  v/ave  threw  her 
lifeless  on  the  shore  at  the  moment  when 
Agnes  and  the  girl  reached  the  spot.  With 
the  athletic  strenoth  of  a  man,  the  "irl 
easily  followed  the  instructions  of  Agnes, 
and  bore  her  in  her  arms  to  the  cottage, 
dripping  and  insensible. 

Agnes  immediately  applied  herself  to* 
the  usual  means  of  resuscitation,  and  in 
a  short  time  had  the  unspeakable  happi- 
ness of  seeing  her  exertions  rewarded  by 
the  returnino'  consciousness  of  the  lovelv 
fejnale.  Griffiths  had,  after  much  diffi- 
culty, secured  the  boat  at  its  moorings, 
a:»d  novv^  returned  to  the  cottage,  bearing 
the  trunk  of  the  stranger  upon  his  shoui- 
iters. 

It  v/as  some  time  ere  the  lady  recovered 
.    .  her 
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her  speech  ;  her  first  use  of  it  was,  wriiior- 
iiig  her  hands,  to  say — "  I  am  here  still 
then !" 

**  You  are,"  said  Agnes,  in  a  soft  yet 
serious  tone;  "  and  tlianlxs  be  to  hivi  who 
has  preserved  yowv  hfe !  You  must  not 
venture  again  till  the  wind  is  gone  down, 
and  the  water  is  become  more  calm." 

"  And  must  I  stay  here  another  night?" 
asked  the  ladv. 

"  Xot  here — I  live  at  a  short  distance 
from  hence — I  have  a  low- wheeled  chair 
— I  will  return  home,  and  send  it  down 
immediately  for  you.  You  shall  have  a 
bed  at  my  house ;  and  to-morrovr  you  will 
be  better  able  to  undertake  the  voyage." 

The  stranger  caught  the  hand  of  Agnes, 
and  kissing  it,  Vv^hispered — "  To-morrow," 
and  burst  into  tears.  Her  Aveakness  and 
not  her  will  seemed  to  consent  to  this 
plan. 

Agnes  did  not  lose  time  in  overcoming 
this  seeming  reluctance ;  she  set  out  in- 
stantly ; 
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stantly ;  and  in  a  very  short  time  I  receiv- 
ed the  stranger  under  my  roof. 

"  Take  me  up  stairs !"  were  her  first 
words,  when  Agnes  met  her  at  the  thresh- 
old. She  fainted  away  ere  she  could  be 
lain  on  the  bed. 

A  medical  man  was  sent  for,  who  gave 
it  as  his  opinion  that  she  was  in  the  ago- 
nies of  labour.  He  was  right — towards 
morning  she  became  the  mother  of  a  fine 
boy! 

The  kind  heart  of  Agnes  overflowed  at 
this  proof  of  the  timely  exercise  of  her 
benevolence;  in  all  probabiUty  she  had 
been  the  humble  instrument  of  preserving 
the  lives  of  two  of  her  fellow-creatures, 
and  she  was  actively  attentive  at  the  bed- 
side of  her  guest. 

One  of  her  female  servants  imdertook 
the  ofiice  of  nurse  to  the  infant,  and  it 
was  necessary  to  open  the  trunk  which 
contained  its  apparel,  for  of  course  it  was 
to  be  supposed  that  the  expecting  parent 

had 
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had  provided  for  its  appearance.  Actu- 
ated by  no  impertinent  curiosity,  Agnes 
hoped  tliat  she  might  be  able  to  find  a 
clue  during  the  search,  which  might  en- 
able her  to  notify  to  the  lady's  anxiously- 
expecting  friends  the  cause  of  her  deten- 
tion, and  her  safety ;  for  while  attending 
to  the  things  immediately  before  her  eyes, 
the  heart  of  JSIiss  Carey  embraced  those 
of  a  wider  extent,  and  none  of  its  claims 
were  forgotten. 

Every  article  which  could  be  wanted 
for  the  little  stranger  was  found,  but  no 
care  or  nicety  had  been  used  in  the  packing 
them;  a// seemed  to  have  been  put  together 
with  hurried  confusion,  and  little  regard 
to  neatness  or  order.  The  provision  for 
the  babe,  and  the  wardrobe  of  the  parent, 
proved  that  the  lady  was  in  no  mean  rank 
of  life;  but  not  a  trace  could  be  found 
which  could  give  a  clue  to  her  designation. 
Books  were  packed  promiscuously  with 
the  clothes ;  but  they  seemed  fresh  from 
the  hands  of  the  bookseller;  and  the  blank 

leaves, 
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leaves,  on  opening  them,  refused  to  iden- 
tify their  owner. 

Agnes  sought  no  further;    in  a  short 
time  she  hoped  the  lady  would  herself  be 
able  to  give  the  welcome  tidings  to  her  ' 
anxious  relatives. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stanford  were  the  first  to 
congratulate  Agnes  on  the  addition  to  her 
family  ;  they  laughingly  said-^"  You  must 
expect  to  have  a  thousand  questions  asked 
you,  and  a  thousand  stories  told  of  you. 
This  is  another  mysterious  adventure  for 
•  the  House  that  Jack  built." 

"  I  have  nothing  to  oppose  to  curiosity 
but  '  a  plain,  unvarnished  tale,'  on  my 
part,"  said  Agnes ;  "  l>y  and  by  I  may  be 
able  to  give  the  tale  of  my  visitor ;  in  tlie 
mean  time,  I  can  show  a  very  proper  apo- 
logy for  my  conduct,  in  the ji nest  boy  I 
ever  beheld." 

Mr.  Stanford  laughed  at  IMiss  Carey's 
proper  apology. 

The  recovery  of  the  stranger,  however, 
did  not  keep  pace  with  her  wishes,  and 

the 
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the  anxious  desire  which  she  incessantly 
expressed  to  be  enabled  to  travel,  agitated 
lier  mind,  enervated  her  frame,  and  re- 
tarded the  object  which  she  wished  to  at- 
tain. When  able  to  sit  up,  Miss  Carey 
tried  every  means  in  her  power  to  amuse 
and  to  entertain,  and  to  chase  av/ay  the 
heavy  hours ;  but  there  was  a  restless  ini- 
easiness  about  her  guest  which  refused  to 
be  lulled.  In  the  mjdst  of  an  apparently- 
interesting  relation  of  Agnes,  she  would 
suddenly  start  up,  declare  that  she  now 
felt  herself  quite  able  to  travel — that  she 
must  be  gone — that  nothing  should  detain 
her  an  hour  longer;  when  her  delicate 
frame  proving  the  extreme  fallacy  of  her 
calculations,  and  v/eakened  yet  more  by 
such  impetuous  and  energetic  emotion, 
she  returned  to  the  bed  or  the  sofa,  to 
gasp  for  breath,  to  be  recovered  from  a 
fainting  ^t,  or  to  give  way,  in  strong  hys- 
terics, to  those  feelings  of  bitter  disap 
pointment  which  her  w-eakness    forcibly 

protruded  upon  her. 

"No," 
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"  No,"  said  her  kind  entertainer,  gently 
taking  her  soft,  colourless  hand ;  "  no,  you 
must  not  go  yet ;  how  could  I  answer  it 
to  your  friends  for  such  a  sad  acquittal  of 
the  rites  of  hospitality  ?" 

"  Friends  !"  and  the  invalid  shook  her 
head. 

"  And  how  could  I  be  comfortable  my- 
self, if  I  suffered  this  little  infant  to  teiitpt 
the  dangers  of  an  untried  world  so  soon?" 
added  Agnes.  "  No,  no ;  be  contented, 
be  composed — if  possible  be  happy,  and 
do  not  think  of  leaving  this  place  till  you 
are  perfectly  convalescent." 

•*  Thank  you,"  was  languidly  uttered. 
Hers  were  cold  thanks;  for  though  the 
body  was  confined,  the  heart  had  taken 
wing^  and  had  fled  far  away. 

"  I  ask  you  not  for  a  disclosure  of  your 
motives  for  taking  a  journey  in  your  late 
situation,  without  a  protector  or  a  com- 
panion," said  AgTies ;  "  for  surely  you  had 
imperious  reasons ;  and  I  imagine-^I  be- 
liexiey'  and  her  eye  involuntarily  glanced 

at 
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at  the  taper  finger  encircled  by  a  wedding- 
ring,  "  th^t  these  reasons  were  such  as 
you  need  not  be  ashamed  of,  although 
you  may  not  choose  to  avow  them.  But 
in  giving  you  that  protection  which  I 
should  have  been  a  savage  to  have  with- 
held, I  did  not  stop  to  consider  the  con- 
sequences which  might  have  attended  the 
action ;  but  aware  that  mystery  attached 
to  transactions  w^here  our  sex  are  concern- 
ed, is  but  too  apt  to  be  laid  to  the  account 
of — hnprudencer  she  hesitated,  as  if  to 
use  the  most  softening  word  she  could 
find — "  Agnes  Carev  feels  herself  placed 
in  a  responsible  situation,  and  just  asks 
you  for  an  explanation  of  the  circumstances 
under  w^hich  she  met  you,  as  far  as  may 
be  consistent  with  your  own — your  own 
convenience  ?" 

Agnes  did  not  want  resolution ;  seldom 
was  she  deficient  in  presence  of  mind» 
Her  judgment  told  her  that  she  was  act- 
ing right;  yet  perhaps  she  w^as  probing 
too  far  into  the  wounds  which  had  pierced 

the 
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the  bosom  of  another — perhaps  a  vain  or 
ii  trifling  curiosity  might  seem  to  have 
dictated  her  vrords ;  her  modest,  pensive 
eyes  were  cast  down — she  did  not  look  at 
her  guest — she  did  not  see  the  convulsive 
frown  which  rumpled  the  lovely  brow — 
she  did  not  see  the  moistened  tern. pie  of 
the  invalid — ^she  did  not  see  the  quivering 
lips,  as  more  than  once  or  twice  they 
seemed  to  repeat  after  her  the  v/ords — 
"  Agnes  Carey  !"  Tears  at  length  seemed 
to  relax  the  severity  of  her  sufferings. 

"  You  are  JMiss  Carey  then  ?"  said  the 
invalid ;  "  you  shall  be  gratified.  I  am  the 
wife — the  beloved  wife — "  her  voice  fal- 
tered, "  of  an  officer  in  the  English  army, 
now  enG:a2:ed  in  the  Peninsular  war."  Her 
emotion  augmented  as  she  spoke. 

Agnes  rose ;  she  took  her  hand,~  and 
pressed  it  between  hers,  as  though  she 
would  have  said — "  Xot  a  sijllahle  more 
than  you  like  to  utter." 

The  invalid  paused — she  struggled  for 
utterance ;  and  in  a  quick,  agitated  voice, 

continued — 
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eontinued — "  Our  union,  for  family  rea- 
sons, was  a  private  one.  My  friends  did 
not  suspect  it.  I  left  them  on  a  pretext 
of  paying  a  visit  in  Wales,  and — and — 
but  you  knov/  the  rest." 

"  All  that  I  xicish — all  that  I  desire  to 
know,"  said  Agnes ;  "  forgive  me  for  thus 
distressing  you ;  and  may  you  reap  your 
reward  for  this  period  of  anxious  solici- 
tude in  the  return  of  your  hero,  with  well- 
earned,  laurels,  and  in  the  sanction  and 
approval  of  your  mutual  friends  !  may 
this  little  angel,"  Agnes  had  lain  him  on 
the  pillow  of  the  i^ofa,  and  was  contem- 
plating his  placid  countenance,  as  it  was 
consigned  to  sleep,  "  may  he  grow  up, 
and  be  a  blessing  to  his  parents  !" 

A  deep  sigh  from  the  stranger  was  her 
only  answer. 

**  You  are  younger  than  myself  by  se- 
veral years,  I  am  sure,"  said  Agnes;  "  and 
yet  I  appear  far  more  sanguine." 

"  I  have  met  with  sorrow,"  said  the 
lady. 

«  Which 


94  THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS. 

"  Which  of  the  children  of  mortaUty 
has  been  exempted  from  it  ?"  asked  Ag- 
nes ;  "  yet  there  is  always  a  light  to  light- 
en the  darkness,  if  we  will  look  after  it. 
One  of  these  days  I  hope  to  hear  you  say 
that  you  have  found  it." 

"  It  is  so  very  unlikely  that  we  should 
ever  meet  again." 

"  Why  so  ?  we  are  neither  of  us  old — 
I  am  not  entirely  rooted  to  this  place — 
no  vows  of  seclusion  have  passed  my  lips 
— there  is  nothing  to  keep  me  here  when 
I  feel  a  wish  to  emerge;  and  my  wdsh 
would  be  very  impelling,  if  you  were  to 
write  me  that  your  husband  w^as  returned 
—your  boy  improved,  and  if  you  were 
to  invite  me  to  come  and  view  your  feli- 
<iity;' 

A  shake  of  the  head. 

"  And   supposing,"    continued   Agnes, 
'"  that  I  had  not  made  sufficient  interest  in ' 
your  regard  to  obtain  such  an  invitation, 
is  it  quite  an  impossibility  for  us  to  have 
an  accidental  meeting  ?" 

"  Almost, 
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**  Almost,  if  not  quite  so." 

This  was  said  with  a  cold  solemnity  of 
manner  which  almost  startled  Agnes.  The 
interest  excited  in  herself  had  not  been 
reciprocally  felt.  She  did  not  wish  to  de- 
rive any  claim  from  a  cold  principle  of 
gratitude  alone;  yet  there  must,  she 
thought,  be  some  deficiency  of  sensibility 
in  the  construction  of  lier  guest.  She  was 
mortified  and  disappointed.  She  did  not 
pursue  the  subject ;  but  she  did  not  suffer 
any  appearance  of  these  feelings  to  be 
observable  in  her  manner. 

To  Agnes,  whose  mind,  from  situation 
and  habit,  had  become  unusually  reflec- 
tive, and  to  whom  the  most  trifling  sub- 
jects of  mental  research  were  interesting, 
her  guest  appeared  a  paradox.  Her  per- 
son was  lovely — her  features  were  strik- 
ingly beautiful — her  eye  now  appeared  to 
dart  forth  with  beaming  intelligence,  and 
then  to  relax  into  melting  and  softened 
expression — her  manners  w  ere  unusually 
preposocssing — she  delivered  herself  with 

that 
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that  propriety  and  ease  which  is  the  result 
of  taste  improved  by  education ;  but  this 
was  all — there  was  no  raziness  (if  we  may 
be  allowed  the  expression)  in  her  conver- 
sation— her  ideas  seemed  to  be  derived 
from  external  objects,  and  frofn  these 
alone — but  these  Vv^ere  not  the  objects  of 
nature.  The  beauties  of  picturesque  sce- 
nery— the  pleasures  to  be  derived  from 
mental  association — tJwse  scarcely  defin- 
able traits,  by  which  are  instantaneously 
discovered  the  well-read  or  the  well-stored 
mind — those  recurring  images,  which  by 
a  kindling  thought,  or  answerhig  look, 
give  proof  of  innate  idea,  of  more  being 
understood  than  meets  the  ear — these  had 
no  place  in  tlie  formation  of  her  character. 
She  could  talk  of  the  world  as  she  saw  it 
— it  was  its  forms,  its  fetters,  its  shows — 
it  was  all  picture.  She  never  seemed  to 
have  looked  behind  the  scenes — to  have 
examined  "  its  strings,  its  pullies,  its  mov- 
incf  wires." 

JS^o  remark  of  JMiss  Carey's  was  ever 

strengthened 
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strengthened  by  the  answer  of  her  guest, 
which  was  nothhicc  more  than  a  cold  and 
bare  assent,  if  the  subject  was  one  which 
was  expressive  of  any  thing  beyond  those 
to  which  are  given  "  a  local  habitation 
and  a  name ;"  and  those  great  and  serious 
truths  which,  without  obtruding  them  into 
her  conversation  (in  the  cant  jargon  which 
makes  many  disgusted  with  the  "  ways 
of  pleasantness"),  were  always  uppennost 
in  the  mind  of  i\gnes,  and  consequently 
gave  the  tone  and  the  impulse  to  all  her 
sentiments,  and  which  v\^ere  easily  under- 
stood by  kindred  souls,  were  received  with 
a  look  of  inquiry,  surprise,  or  perfect  ig- 
nomnce,  by  the  stranger. 

Yet  drawn  to  the  stranger  bv  the  min- 
gled  feelings  of  benevolence  and  pity — 
admiring  her  beauty,  won  by  her  manners, 
and  experiencing  almost  tlie  fondness  of  a 
parent  for  the  smiling  infant,  who  seemed 
daily  to  expand  under  the  genial  influenco 
of  her  care,  Agnes  felt  that  she  should  be 
loth  to  part  with  her  guest,  and  that  the 

VOL.  II.  r  dav 
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day  so  ardently  looked  forward  to  by  the 
stranger  would  be  viewed  with  regret  by 
herself.  So  much  caution,  so  much  care, 
Wcis  adopted  by  this  young  creature,  to 
.prevent  any  chae  from  appearing,  by  whieh 
the  least  suspicion  could  point  towards  her 
discovery,  that — •"  Surely,"  thought  Ag- 
nes, "she  must  be  in  a  state  of  constant 
watchfulness  and  constraint ;  for  art,  at 
her  age  of  artlessness,  how  difficult  must 
it  be  thus  to  form  it  into  a  system !" 

If  they  conversed  on  any  general  sub- 
jects of  public  interest — if  places  were 
brought  into  discussion,  places  to  which 
no  idea  of  implication  or  discovery  could 
attach,  the  first  personal  question  actuated 
like  masric  on  the  stran<xer — silence  sealed 
her  lips.  Raby  was  still  an  object  of  un- 
dissembled  yet  pure  interest  to  Agnes, 
and  his  idea  was  always  fresh  on  her  mipd ; 
w^hen  she  used  to  place  her  maps  before 
lier,  and,  with  a  newspaper  at  her  side, 
examine  the  progress  of  our  army,  from 
this  contemplation  the  stranger  seemed  to 

derive 
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derive  no  interest;  and  this  appeared  so 
very  unnatural  to  Agnes  Carey,  an  hus- 
band, a  beloved  husband,  engaged  with 
it,  that  she  scarcely  knew  what  to  infer. 

"  I  should  think  all  our  officers  must 
have  wished  to  have  been  at  Cintra  rather 
than  Lisbon,"  said  Agnes  one  day,  setting 
down  the  book  in  which  she  had  been 
reading;  "  it  must  be  a  sweet  place." 

*'  It  is  a  very  sweet  place." 

Agnes  looked  hastily  up — "  You  have 
seen  it  then?" 

Her  next  question  would  have  been — 
"  Did  you  know  Raby?"  but  slie  was 
answered,  v/ith  an  unrelaxed  countenance 
— "  No,  I  speak  merely  from  description," 
and  not  a  syllable  ensued. 

If  a  public  building  in  the  metropolis, 
or  a  public  spectacle,  w^as  alluded  to,  and 
some  little  expression  had  seemed  to  inti- 
mate that  she  had  been  a  beholder,  a  ne- 
gative was  sure  to  follow  the  query,  and 
a  more  stern  and  unrelaxed  caution  seem- 
ed to  take  place  of  v/hat  could  not  be 

r  2  termed 
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termed  a  neglect  of  watchfulness.  But  th« 
stranger  was  nearly  strong  enough  to  tra- 
vel, and  Agnes  felt  that  she  must  not 
longer  detain  her:  she  was  holding  tlie 
infant  on  her  lap,  and  tracing  the  future 
man  in  its  budding  features,  vrhen  uncon- 
sciously looking  in  the  face  of  the  mother 
as  she  spoke,  she  said — "  Does  this  sweet 
babe  resemble  its  father?" 

"  Its  father !"  repeated  she ;  "  how  do 
you  know  it?  Why  do  you  think  so?" 
Her  whole  countenance  seemed  changed 
— a  fearful  expression  overspread  it ;  but 
it  v\fas  transient ;  she  presently  resumed  her 
self-possession — '*  No,  I  believe  not;  1 
have  seldom  seen  a  likeness  in  the  face  of 
an  infant ;  their  faees  to  me  are  all  alike ; 
they  have  all  mouths,  and  eyes,  and  noses ; 
1  see  no  difference.'^ 

"  I  see  a  vast  difference,"  said  Agnes; 
"  m  my  opinion  this  is  the  most  perfect 
specimen  of  infantile  beauty  I  ever  saw." 

*'  I  was  going  to  say  I  w^ould  give  him 
to  you,"  said  the  stranger,  laughingly, 

"  I  cannot, 
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•*  I  caanot,  I  must  not  believe  you," 
said  Agnes. 

"  Caii  the  fond  motl.er  from  her  babe  depart  ? 
Can  she  forget  the  darling  of  her  heart, 
The  //7^/e  darling?'' 

She  would  have  said  these  lines,  but 
there  was  nothing  sarcastic  in  the  charac- 
ter of  Agnes;  and  she  felt  that  the  term 
**  fond  mother'*  could  not  be  applied  to 
the  one  before  her. 


F  3  CHAP. 
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chapteh  vil 


Her  medical  attendant  had  now  pro- 
nounced the  stranger  in  a  convalescent 
state,  and  the  following  morning  was  fixed 
on  for  the  commencement  of  her  journey. 
She  was,  with  no  little  animation,  engaged 
in  superintending  her  packages;  books 
and  clothes  were  strewn  about  her  in  all 
directions,  while  JMiss  Carey's  own  maid 
bad  taken  the  active  part  upon  her,  her 
mistress  sitting  in  a  distant  part  of  the 
room,  the  babe  on  her  lap,  fondly  leaning 
over  him  with  the  melancholy  tenderness 
which  proclaimed  that  she  was  bidding 
farev/eli  to  a  beloved  object.  Agnes  started, 
as  she  said  to  the  imrse — "  Catherine, 
come  hither!  surely  the  features  of  this 
babe  are  convulsed!" 

«  Oh, 
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"  Oh,  that  is  common  enough  with  in-- 
fants,  ma'am ;  he's  only  dreaming." 

"  No,  Catherine,  this  convulsion  is  not 
common ;  pray  come  here." 

Miss  Carey  spoke  with  an  hurried  tone 
of  voice,  which  alarmed  the  nurse;  the 
mother,  hov^^ever,  casting  a  look  of  vexa- 
tion towards  the  part  of  the  room  where 
Agnes  v*ras  seated,  which  might  have  been 
construed  into — '•  I  hope  the  child  v.  ill 
not  be  ill,  and  detain  me  longer  hcve !" 
continued  her  packing;  but  Catherine  no 
sooner  saw  the  infant  than  she  said — "  It 
is  in  a  convulsion  fit,  sure  enoitgh ;  and 
indeed,  ma'am,  I  should  not.  wonder  if  it 
were  to  die !" 

Agnes  looked  at  her  reproving]}^  for 
she  feared  the  effect  of  this  precipitate - 
speech  on  the  parent,  who  now  walked 
over  to  the  child ;  and  while  Catherine 
was  endeavouring  to  force  a  liquid  down 
its  throat,  she  clasped  her  hands  together, 
saying — "  Was  there  ever  any  thing  so 

F  4  vexatious 
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vexatious  as  the  child's  illness  just  at  this 
time !" 

Agnes  heard  her  not,  she  was  busily 
engaged  in  sending  for  medical  assistance, 
and  for  Mr.  Stanford ;  and  while  the  little 
being  writhed  m  agony  on  the  lap  of  Ca- 
therine, she  knelt  on  the  floor  at  its  side, 
holding  its  tiny  hand  to  her  lips ;  the  hand 
seemed  to  feel  the  warmth  of  affection, 
and  the  little  fingers  curled  round  hers,  as 
if  e^itreating  protection  at  her  hands. 

JMr.  Stanford  soon  came.  Agnes  de- 
sired he  might  be  shown  into  a  room  ad- 
joining, Avhieh  she  had  made  the  sitting 
apartment  of  her  guest — "  You  will  come," 
said  she,  as  Catherine,  who  knew  her  of- 
fice, walked  off  with  the  little  sufferer, 
having  thrown  a  mantle  over  it. 

"  Where  ?  To  come  where  ?  For  what 
purpose?"  asked  the  lady. 

"  To  see  your  child  received  into  the 
Christian  church,  that  in  case  he  should 
be  taken  from  you,  you  may  safely  com- 
mend 
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mend  him  to  the  mercy  of  his  Creator, 
having  done  what  was  required  of  you  for 
that  purpose." 

"  Is  there  any  necessity  for  my  witness- 
ing the  ceremony  ?"  asked  the  stranger. 

"  Certainly  no  necessity^  answered  Ag- 
nes, with  more  than  common  emphasis. 

"  I  will  remain  here  then." 

"  Come,  my  dear  Miss  Carey ;  w^e  fear 
there  is  no  time  to  lose,"  said  jNIr.  Stan- 
ford in  a  gentle  tone  at  the  door.  "TIave 
you  a  book  ready  ?  for  not  knowing 
for  w^hat  purpose  I  came,  I  am  not  pre- 
pared." 

"  I  will  bring  you  one,"  said  Agnes, 
who  naturally  enough  went  to  the  un- 
packed library  of  the  stranger,  which  lay 
on  the  floor;  she  took  up  tw  o  or  three  vo- 
lumes, and  threw  them  hastily  down 
again,  with  a  look  of  baffled  and  pained 
disappointment. 

"  What  book  do  you  want  ?"  asked  the 
lady,  as  though  she  had  not  heard  Mr. 
Stanford. 

.      F  5  "A  Com- 


106       THE  REYEAI.EIl  OF  SECrtETS. 

"  A  Common  Prayer  Book." 

A  slight  suffusion  tinged  her  face — "  I 
do  not  think  I  brought  one  with  me ;  such 
books  are  to  be  got  every  where." 

Agnes  staid  not  to  hear  her  out — her 
OAvn  book  was  found  on  the  instant;  but 
she  returned  once  again — "  What  must 
the  child  be  calkd?" 

"  Oh,  any  thing — any  name ;  what  you 
like." 

*'  Will  vou  not  call  him  after  his  fa- 
ther?" 

"  His  father !"  repeated  she,  with  wild 
incoherence ;  "  what  do  you  sav  ?  Oh  no, 
no!"  She  pressed  her  temples  with  her 
ibyohcft^,  as  if  to  force  back  self-possession, 
and  added — "  Ycm — you^  dear  Miss  Carey, 
shall  choose  him  ia  name." 

"'  Call  him  llaby  then,"  said  Agnes. 

*'  Kaby !  uhat  did  you  say  ?"  and  she  al- 
most sprang  forward,  and  grasped  rather 
than  held  the  arm  of  Agnes. 

"  Yes,  Henry  Baby ;  that  is  the  name 
of  a  dear  friend  and  relative  of  mine." 

**  Henry 
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"  Henry  Raby  !  no,  it  cannot — it  vinst 
not  be.  Henry — Rahy,  said  you ;  any 
thing  but  thatr  Then  again,  as  if  trying 
to  recollect  herself,  she  added — "  What 
you  will;  Frederic,  say  Frederic." 

Agnes  could  make  great  allowances  for 
the  agitated  nerves  of  a  mother :  she  re- 
turned to  JSIr.  Stanford.  The  child  was 
named  Frederic.  JMr.  Stanford  performed 
the  ceremony  with  serious  devotion;  al- 
ways heard  Vvdth  emotion  by  Agnes,  it 
was  doubly  affecting  at  this  time,  when 
she  witnessed  the  agonies  of  the  fragile 
little  being  that  had  been  placed  under  her 
protection,  in  such  singular  and  mysterious 
circumstances. 

The  book  closed  and  Mr.  Stanford  gone, 
tlie  medical  man  appeared ;  he  pronounced 
the  infant  to  be  in  great  danger.  Tlie 
distress  of  the  parent  at  this  intelligence 
w^as  of  a  violent  and  uncontrollable  kind ; 
she  saw  that  there  w^as  no  possibility  of 
vmdertaking  a  jouiTiey  with  a  dying  child 
at  her  breast ;  and  her  disappointment  at 

F  6  being 
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being  thus  detained,  it  was  plainly  dis- 
cernible, formed  the  chief  cause  of  her 
present  agony.  But  Agnes  had  no  time 
for  making  observations  on  the  conduct 
and  behaviour  of  the  mother ;  she  made 
her  seek  her  pillow,  and  herself  watched 
the  child,  who  about  midnight  yielded  its 
pure  spirit  into  the  hands  of  its  Maker — 
"  There  is  nothing  to  fear  for  thee,  sweet 
angel,"  said  Agnes ;  "  thou  art  hushed, 
and  at  rest ;  but  what  is  to  be  done  for 
thy  poor  mother  ?" 

She  imprinted  a  kiss  on  its  cold  lips, 
and  on  tiptoe  went  into  the  chamber  of 
her  guest ;  she  was  in  a  firm  sleep.  Agnes 
then  returned  to  her  own  chamber,  and 
sought  repose  for  herself;  but  in  vain  she 
courted  sleep,  the  image  of  dying  inno- 
cence was  still  before  her  eyes,  and  the  > 
meek  smile  which  was  marked  on  its  face 
when  life  and  motion  were  for  ever  gone ; 
the  sad  task  which  awaited  her,  of  break- 
ing the  event  to  the  parent,  was  heavy  at 
her  heart. 

Agnejs 
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Agnes  arose  early;  the  stranger  was 
still  asleep,  and  lay  till  a  late  hour ;  the 
first  summons  of  her  bell  was  attended  by 
her  hostess,  whose  looks,  as  she  gently 
undrew  the  curtains,  whose  commiserat- 
ing, whose  sympathizing  looks,  proclaimed 
her  melancholy  tale. 

The  intelligence  was  received  with 
much  fortitude  and  self-command — "  Poor 
child,  it  is  taken  from  a  world  of  trouble !" 
said  the  lady,  and  she  instantly  began  to 
dress.  Patience  and  resignation  seemed 
to  be  the  virtues  with  which  she  was  most 
conversant  during  this  trial,  for  through 
the  whole  of  the  day  scarcely  a  sigh  es- 
caped her.  She  seemed  to  wish  to  have 
the  business  of  interment  expedited,  and 
to  take  place  the  following  day. 

Agnes  had  nothing  to  offer  in  opposi- 
tion to  this ;  for  the  eagerness  with  which 
her  guest  sought  to  leave  her  seemed  ra- 
ther to  have  increased  than  to  have  dimi- 
nished from  the  recent  event. 

On  the  morrow,   therefore,   Catherine 

took 
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took  the  little  coffin  under  her  arinj  it 
was  covered  by  a  pall  of  purest  white ;  the 
female  servants  attended ;  the  bell  of  death 
reverberated  through  my  apartments,  as 
the  little  procession  moved  away.  The 
mother  shuddered,  and  seemed  to  close 
her  ears;  Miss  Carey,  on  the  contrary, 
watched  at  a  window,  till  a  tvu'n  in  the 
road  shut  it  entirely  from  her  viev/. 

It  was  necessary  to  ask  the  name  by 
which  the  departed  infant  was  to  be  re- 
gistered ;  Mr.  Stanford  made  the  inquiry^ 
through  my  mistress — "  Frederic,  Frede-. 
ric!"  Nothing  more  could  be  gained; 
and  as  Agnes  turned  away,  she  could  not 
help  sighing  at  that  pertinacity  which  thus 
refused  to  place  confidence  in  any  human 
being — "  Vv  hat  a  strangely  peculiar  situa- 
tion, which  requires  such  secresy  !"  thought 
she ;  "  or  worse,  what  a  lowering  estimate 
of  humanity  must  that  mind  have  taken, 
which  thus  withholds  the  slightest  confi- 
dence in  its  fellow-creatures !  So  young, 
and  so  determined — it  is  inexplicable !" 

It 
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It  was  no^Y  that  the  benevolent  Agnes 
strove  to  convince  her  guest,  that  in  any 
future  circumstance  of  her  life,  should  she 
want  the  assistance  of  a  friend,  she  would 
find  one  in  her. 

"  Thank  you — thank  ^'ou  sincerelv," 
said  she,  with  more  than  common  emo- 
tion ;  "  but  it  is  not  likely — it  is  not  at 
all  probable  that  I  should  ever  meet  you 
again  ;  I  fear  we  must  never  meet  more !" 

"  Should  you  'vchh  to  meet  me  again," 
said  Agnes,  taking  her  by  the  hand,  and 
exploring  her  countenance  with  a  friendly 
earnestness,  which  would  have  searched 
her  soul,  as  if  to  have  seen  whether  it  had 
the  common  sympathies  and  affections  of 
mortality ;  "  say,  do  you  wish  it  ?" 

"  1  should  be  the  most  ungrateful  of 
human  beings,"  and  her  fine  eyes  fell  be- 
fore the  piercing  gaze  of  Agnes,  "  if  I  did 
not  feel  the  extent  of  my  obligations  to 
you." 

"  Talk  not  of  ohllgation ;  rather  talk  of 
a  reciprocity — of  an  interchange  of  good 

offices 
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offices  and  of  friendly  regard ;  your  obit- 
gations  to  me,  as  you  choose  to  term 
them,  were,  on  my  part,  most  imposing; 
they  were  the  obligations  of  a  Christian, 
who  saw  a  fellow-being  in  circumstances 
which  might,  through  her  means,  be  sof- 
tened. Could  I  have  acted  otherwise,  I 
should  ill  deserve  to  obtain  the  mercy  of 
Heaven  in  that  hour  when  we  shall  all 
need  it." 

"  You  are  so  good  and  so  religious,  you 
are  not  fit  for  this  wicked  world,"  said  the 
stranger. 

"  I  believe  I  am  quite  fitted  for  it," 
said  Agnes;  "  most  presumptuous  should 
I  be,  if  I  imagined  myself  fitted  for  ano- 
ther!", 

**  Who  is  fitted  for  it  if  you  are  not?" 
asked  the  stranger. 

**  Thousands  are  more  fit,"  said  Agnes 
with  fervour ;  "  but  we  none  of  us  dare 
appear  at  the  bar  of  Heaven  with  the  plea 
of Jitness.'' 

**No, 


THE  revealeu  of  secrets.     113 

"  No,  we  are  all  sinners ;  but  if  we  do 
our  bestr 

"  If  we  do !  but  which  of  us  can  say 
even  this?" 

"  You  understand  so  much  about  reli- 
gion, and  are  so  greatly  beyond  me  in 
these  things,"  said  the  stranger,  turning 
off  the  subject,  as  was  her  invariable  cus- 
tom, "  that  1  feel  quite  at  a  loss  when  I 
hear  you  talk." 

Agnes  almost  blushed  at  this  exposure 
of  the  ignorance  of  her  guest  on  the  only 
needful  subject — "  And  yet  on  most  other 
topics,"  thought  she,  "  she  descants  freely, 
expresses  herself  with  elegance  and  preci- 
sion, is  animated  and  captivating." 

"  I  Vvonder  you  were  never  married. 
Miss  Carey,"  said  the  stranger,  starting, 
away  to  somethmg  so  widely  distrait  from 
their  previous  conversation,  as  if  she  meant 
to  put  it  beyond  recurrence. 

Agnes  was  surprised  and  embarrassed 
at  this  abrupt,  and,  as  she  thought,  indeli- 
cate address.     She  did  not  give  it  an  im- 
mediate 
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mediate  answer;  but  continuing,  as  it  ap- 
peared, her  new  chain  of  thought,  the^ 
stranger  said — "  You  r^re  still  young  and 
handsome;  surely  you  wiU  not  always^ 
live  here ;  you  do  not  mean  to  forsake  the 
world — a  world  which  you  were  formed 
to  ornament." 

"  There  are  many  more  calculated  for 
its  ornament  than  myself,"  said  ^liss  Ca- 
re}^; "  I  am  content  to  live  for  its  use,- 
To  be  a  useful  member  of  society  has  al- 
ways been  my  aim ;  and  as  I  have  no  re- 
lative claims  to  call  m.e  into  the  more 
crowded  walks  of  life,  perhaps  I  am  exert- 
ing my  us^uhiess  quite  as  much  in  this, 
place  as  I  could  in  another." 

"  Yes,  if  usefulness  is  your  highest  am- 
bition," said  the  stranger,  with  a  sarcastic 
expression  of  countenance;  "  but  you — 
you,  IMiss  Carey,  w^ere  surely  formed  for. 
something  superior;  and  often  when  I 
have  looked  at  you,  when  I  have  v^atched 
the  changes  of  your  countenance,  the 
speaking  sensibihty  of  your  eye,  the  mild 

and 
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and  meek  forbearance  of  yoiu-  disposition, 
I  have  fancied  how  happy  you  might  have 
made  some  desendng  and  estimable  man, 
if' indeed  the  happiness  of  wedded  life  be 
not  a  delusion."  There  was  something 
extraordinary  in  the  manner  whicli  gave 
utterance  to  these  words. 

"  Why  should  you  have  a  doubt  of  its 
existence,  you  who  must  now  be  support- 
ed by  the  hope  of  enjoying  it?" 

*•  Ah,  v/hiV,  indeed!"  repeated  she,  re- 
suming her  former  tone. 

"  That  you  may  enjoy  it  in  as  much 
purity  as  is  consistent  with  this  mortal 
state,  is  my  fei'\'ent  wish,"  said  Agnes ; 
"  and  such  is  my  idea  of  its  exaltation  and 
importance,  that  in  this  world  I  believe  I 
could  not  offer  up  one  which  would  ba 
more  for  your  advantage," 

"  But  you  do  not  tell  me  if  you  are  al- 
ways going  to  live  here,"  said  the  stran- 
ger. 

"  I  believe  I  have  said  that  I  have  taken 
no  A^ov\'s  of  seclusion,"  answered  Agnes:. 

'*  but 
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•*  but  do  not  call  me  entirely  seeludecT 
here ;  I  have  much  pleasant  society,  and 
a  great  deal  of  friendly,  unrestrained  in- 
tercourse with  valuable  characters.  I  am 
contented — I  am  happy''' 

"  But  when  the  cousin  that  you  talk  of 
returns  to  England,  you  will  perhaps  go 
to  see  him  ?" 

The  stranger  did  not  look  at  Agnes  as 
she  said  these  words. 

Agnes  felt  the  crimson  tide  retreat  and 
return  in  added  rushing  confusion  to  her 
cheek;  her  heart  palpitated,  her  whole 
frame  trembled;  surely  there  was  some- 
thing coarse  and  indelicate  in  these  ques- 
tions, from  one  who  refused  to  gratify  the 
most  innocent,  it  might  be  almost  called  a 
necessary,  curiosity.  But  with  that  strik- 
ing candour  which  marked  her  character, 
Agnes  immediately  recollected  that  the 
fair  questioner  was  in  utter  ignorance  of 
the  circumstances  which  had  rendered  her 
examination  painful;  and  as  an  answer 
seemed  to  be  required  from  her,  after  a 

V€ry 
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very  short  pause  she  replied — "  I  think  I 
have  told  you  that  ray  relative  is  married, 
and  that  I  am  not  acquainted  with  his 
wife." 

"  But  there  must  be  a  time  for  the  com- 
mencement of  every  acquaintance,"  said 
she.  "  You  will  pay  them  a  visit;  you 
will  go  to  see  her  ?" 

**  If  she  invites  me," 

"  And  not  otherwise  ?" 

"  Certainly  not." 

The  last  two  words  were  spoken  in  a 
decisive  tone. 

"  I  admire  your  spirit,''  said  the  stran- 
ger, and  she  caught  tlie  hand  of  Agnes, 
and  pressed  it  to  her  lips. 

There  was  sometliing  in  this  action  un- 
looked  for  by  the  previous  speech;  but 
some  players  do  not  always  use  the  action 
in  the  right  place ;  and  /,  who  had  been 
an  unmarked  spectator  of  the  whole  scene, 
must  confess  that  I  thought  it  was  meant 
for  stage  effect,  for  what  other  meaning 
could  1  possibly  affix  to  it  ? 

The 
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The  stranger  was  profuse  in  her  thanks 
to  my  mistress  for  the  kindness  slie  had 
shewn  her,  and  told  her  she  should  re- 
member it  to  the  last  hour  of  her  exist- 
ence, as  if  the  last  hour  of  her  mortal  ca- 
reer must  of  necess-ity  arrive  without  their 
havinc^  met  tifjain. 

There  w^as  something  chilling  to  the 
warm  heart  of  Agnes  Carey  in  this  obsti- 
nate perseverance  in  mystery,  for  she  felt 
that  she  was  deserving  of  confidence.  Of 
guilty  confidence  she  did  not  wish  to  be 
the  confidante;  but  could  youth,  could 
beauty,  could  loveliness  like  hers  conceal 
any  thing  which  could  cause  a  blush  to 
reveal  ? 

The  stranger  departed,  and  as  she  waved 
her  hapd  to  the  last  farewell  of  Agnes,  the 
action  seemed  to  say,  with  more  than 
speakinff  earnestness — "  Adieu  for  ever!" 

"  And  what  do  you  think  of  your  late 
guest,  my  dear  Agnes  ?"  said  Mrs.  Stan- 
ford* 

**  On 
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"  On  that  subject  I  am  still  at  a  loss,"* 
said  she. 

"  Appearances  were  most  surely  against 
her." 

"  And  yet,  my  dear  friend,  appearances 
were  most  surely  in  her  favour,"  returned 
Agnes ;  "  her  attractive  countenance,  her 
fascinating  manners,  her  sxiceet  smile.  I 
am  naturally  unsuspicious,  but  I  do  not 
think  I  am  credulous,"  said  Agnes ;  "  my 
meeting  with  this  young  creatitre  was,  as 
you  know,  purely  accidental ;  if  she  had 
fabricated  a  romantic  story,  I  should  have 
consulted  my  judgment,  and  given  it  cre- 
dit or  not  as  that  directed ;  but  she  told 
me  nothing,  except  that  she  had  been 
married  without  the  sanction  or  know- 
ledge of  her  friends ;  and  that  her  husband 
was  an  officer  in  our  army  abroad." 
"  And  this  you  believe?" 
*•  I  have  no  reason  for  doubting  it." 
Mrs.  Stanford  shook  her  head — "  It  is 
a  strange  business;  and  her  deterviination 
of  never  meeting  you  again !" 

**  I  ca^i 
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**  I  can  easily  imagine,"  said  Agnes, 
**  that  this  place  would  call  vip  a  thousand 
painful  sensations  if  she  wei:e  to  revisit  it ; 
the  remembrance  of  the  distressed  situation 
in  which  I  met  with  her,  her  subsequent 
confinement,  and  the  loss  of  the  sweet  in- 
fant, which,  is  laid  vmder  the  sod  of  that 
churchyard:  but  I  have  frequently  asked 
myself  whether,  in  her  case,  it  would  not 
be  my  first  wish  to  gladden  the  heart  of 
one,  who  was  certainly  disinterested  in 
the  little  services  she  performed,  with  the 
knowledge  of  my  health  and  safety :  then 
again  I  consider,  that  her  case,  as  I  have 
called  it,  is  not  known  to  me,  and  that  I 
am  warned  against  a  hasty  judgment." 

"  Well,  Agnes,  not  a  soul  but  Stanford 
and  myself  will  believe  that  you  are  not  in 
the  secret ;  and  I  must  needs  confess,  tliat 
%vith  all  his  forbearance,  Stanford  is  not  in- 
clined to  give  his  vote  in  favour  of  your^/'o- 
tege.  The  want  of  parental  feeling  and  a 
Common  Prayer  Book  carry  great  weight 
against  her  in  his  scales,  I  can  tell  you," 

''  The 
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"  The  latter  want  might  have  been  ac- 
cidental," said  Agnes. 

"Granted,"  said  Mrs.  Stanford;  "and 
the  former  also :  our  modern  philosophers 
have  so  determined  it,  I  think ;  and  who 
sliaU  dare  dispute  their  high  authority?" 

Agnes  could  bear  the  good-humoured 
raillery  of  JNIrs.  Stanford,  and  she  felt  that 
it  required  superior  abilities  in  the  advo- 
cate of  a  cause  so  enveloped  in  mystery 
and  concealment. 

The  stranger  would  have  been  profuse 
in  her  donations  to  the  servants  of  Miss 
Carey,    would   they  have  received  any; 
but  they  knew  their  office  and  their  mis- 
tress, and  sought  no  reward  but  hers.     It 
was  left  for  Agnes  to  put  a  white  stone  on 
the  spot  where  infant  innocence  lay  buried; 
it  was  left  for  her  to  visit  it ;  in  fact,  the 
parental  feeling  seemed  accidentally  to 
have  been  transferred  into  her  breast,  and 
to  hers  alone. 

Time  insensibly  wore  away,  and  by  de- 
grees the  remembrance  of  this  adventure 
VOL.  II.  G  faded 
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-faded  from  the  memories  of  the  people  in 
my  vicinity ;  ]\Ir.  Stanford  no  longer  used 
to  rally  my  mistress  on  the  subject;  their 
intimacy  continued  with  undiminished 
friendship,  and  I  have  frequently  observed 
Miss  Carey  to  look  with  an  almost-reve- 
rential -expression  9n  tlie  whitening  head 
of 

*'  This  worthy  priest,  all  shaven  and  shorn. 

That  married  the  raan^  all  tabtei'd  and  torn, 

That  kiss'd  die  maiden,  all  forlorn, 
'  ''•'    Ti«at  railk'd  the  cov/  with  the  crumpled  horn, 

Thax  toss'd  the  little  dog  over  tlie  thorn, 
•  That  worried. the  .cat. 

That  kiil'd  the  rat, 
» :        That  eat  tl»€  malt, 

T.hat  lay  in  the  House  that  Jack  Jjuilt.^* 


CHAP 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


The  wint^  had  been  unusually  severe, 
and  I  do  not  know  that  my  situation  ex- 
actly agreed  with  the  constitution  of  this 
beloved  mistress  of  mine ;  slxe  had  been 
used  to  an  exposed  and  bracmg  air,  and  I 
am  rather  flat,  and  being  veiy  much  sur- 
rounded by  trees,  there  is  not  that  free 
circulation  of  air  about  me  which  might 
be  wished.  There  were  tim^  too  when 
Miss  Carey  found  it  impossible  to  take 
that  walking  exercise  to  which  she  had 
been  accustomed ;  wind  and  dirt  she  could 
have  encountered,  but  there  would  have 
been  folly  in  going  out  to  be  soaked  with 
rain,  I  have  always  accounted  in  this 
wav  for  her  illness,  for  I  am  confident  that 
she  had  all  the  comfort  which  it  was  in 

G  2  my 
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my  power  to  bestow;  but  the  amiable 
Agnes  sickened  and  drooped,  though  her 
iisual  look  of  placid  serenity  shone  on  all 
who  approached  her. 

Mrs.  Stanford  was  alarmed ;  medical  as- 
sistance was  called  in;  it  seemed  to  be 
nearly  certain  that  an  affection  of  the  liver 
was  to  be  apprehended,  if  timely  precau- 
tions were  not  adopted.  Tl>e  waters  of 
Cheltenham  were  recommended,  and  I 
saw  Agnes  Carey  prepjaing  to  leave  me, 
ere  yet  the  winter  had  yielded  to  the 
balmy  influence  of  spring.  Such  happi- 
ness as  I  had  experienced  under  her  gui- 
dance !  and  to  be  quitted  at  such  a  time, 
A\4iile  the  weather  continued  so  inclementi 
But  I  ?mist  submit,  and  submit  with  a 
good  grace  too,  if  indeed  I  liad  any  regard 
for  my  mistress. 

"  But  you  will  come  back  again,  ma'am?" 
said  Brownings  who  still  acted  as  the  ma- 
JorTcIorno  of  Prune. 

**  I  hope  so,"  replied  Miss  Carey ;  "  it 
is  my  full  intentio«i  at  present." 

I  rallied 
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I  rallied  at  these  words,  and  felt  strong 
enough  to  go  through  a  chill  and  tardy- 
spring,  void  and  solitary,  while  living  o>l 
the  coming  day  and  this  bright  hope. 

"  I  was  a-thinking,  ma'am,"  said  Brown- 
ing, "  that  'tis^  a  pity  for  the  house  to  be 
void,  seeing  as  it  gets  no  good  in  this  wet 
and  bleak  time ;  and  as  you  be  going  to 
take  all  of  your  servants  along  with  you 
to  Cheltenham,  why  you  see  'tis  a  thing 
almost  unpossible  for  7ne  to  keep  it  what 
you  may  call  properly  aired;  and  'twas 
but  t'other  night  that  I  had  a  letter  from 
a  lady,  to  ask  if  I  could  help  her  to  a  snug 
box  for  a  few  weeks,  and  if  so  be  that  you 
would  let  it  to  her,  why  you  see  'twould 
be  accommodating  both." 

"  Do  you  know  the  lady,  Mr.  Brown- 
ing?^' 

"  I  can't  say  as  I  do  myself,  madam; 
but  my  wife  do,  for  she  lived  in  the  fa- 
mily in  her  youth,  when  this  here  was  a 
young  one ;  her  name  is  Desmond." 

"  Is  she  a  married  lady  ?" 

G  3  «  Xo, 
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"  No,  ma'am-rra  widow.  By  what  I"  can 
Minderstand,  she  is  one  of  your  veiy  tip- 
.i:op  sensible  ladies,  but  a  little  whimsical, 
as  some  of  .them  ithere  sort  are  apt  to  be, 
and  so  she  never  stays  in  any  one  place 
iong  together.  She  has  a  good  fortune 
■^nd  no  children,  and  so  she  may  do  as  she 
Jikes." 

As  there  appeared  no  reasonable  objec- 
tion to  the  reception  of  the  lady,  and  as 
she  was  known  to  Browning,  and  as  Miss 
Carey  wished  to  accommodate  every  hu- 
man being  as  far  as  lay  in  her  power,  she 
referred  the  matter  to  the  Stanfords ;  and 
finding  it  had  their  sanction.  Browning 
wrote  to  make  arrangements  with  Mrs. 
Desmond.  But  even  in  contemplating 
my  new  prospects,  I  still  clung  to  my 
present  mistress,  and  felt  a  more  than  com- 
mon sensation  as  the  carriage  wheels  re- 
verberated through  me ;  and  as  she  looked 
up  to  my  windows,  and  was  borne  off  for 
Cheltenham,  the  large  drops  fell  on  the 
floor  fix)m  my  weeping  walls;  common 

observers 
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observers  would  merely  have  said  it  was 
m  consequence  of  a  thaw ;  but  they  woul3' 
have  been  strangers  to  tl^  materials  w  hich 
iX)mposed  "  the  House  tha;t  Jack  built." 

In  about  tim  days  after  Miss  Carey's  de- 
parture Mrs.  Desmond  arrived;  the  fine 
abigail  and  saucy-looking  footman  did  not 
bode  w^  much  goodv  but  Mrs.  Desmond 
seemed  to  look  upon  me  with  pleased 
looks—*'  Just  what  I  wish,"  said  she; 
"  here  I  may  court  the  muse — a  retirement 
l^ted  to  my  present  plan." 

"  But  dear  me,  ma'am,  not  at  all  appo- 
^ypo  for  a  residence  for  ?/ow,"  said  her  at- 
tendant. 

"  It  affords  a  striking  contrast  to  my 
late  residence,  certainly,"  said  Mrs.  Des- 
mond ;  "  and  you  have  heard  me  say  how 
I  delight  in  a  contrast ;  it  gives  a  turn  to 
the  whole  mass  of  ideas." 

I  did  not  know  what  to  make  of  my 
new  lady ;  and  to  say  the  truth,  those  who 
found  he?'  out  must  have  seen  more  of 
the  world  than  I  have  done,  shut  up  as  I 

o  4  have 
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have  been  half  my  time  in  a  retired  part 
of  Gloucestershire.  Mrs.  Desmond  was, 
I  believe,  if  the  truth  may  be  spoken  by 
The  House,  a  compound  of  affectation 
and  absurdity,  aiming  at  e^jiery  thing,  and, 
as  far  as  /  could  discover,  attaining  no- 
thing except  egotism,  in  which  she  ex- 
celled even  me;  and  I  think  the  reader 
Avill  by  this  time  have  found  out  that  I 
have  made  no  little  progress  in  this  ac- 
quirement. 

The  JDesinond  had  been  married  for  her 
beauty,  and  had  gone  out  to  India,  in  order 
that  it  might  fetch  its  proper  price ;  this 
object  attained,  she  Kved  in  Asiatic  splendor 
during  the  hfetime  of  JMr.  Desmond;  at 
his  death  she  found  herself  in  possession  of 
a  handsome  yearly  income ;  but  her  beauty 
was  fled  under  the  influence  of  the  torrid 
zone,  so  that  she  returned  to  her  native 
country,  to  talk  of  eastern  grandeur,  and 
to  enjoy  the  luxuries  of  her  native  clime, 
without  much  prospect  of  being  sought  a 
second  time  in  marriage.    But  the  rage  of 

show 
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show  and  notoriety,  the  love  of  admira- 
tion and  adulation,  were  unsubdued;  if 
she  had  come  too  late  for  a  beauty,  surely 
she  was  in  season  for  a  helle  esprit,  and  a 
belle  esprit  she  became !  A  patroness  of 
merit,  a  decider  of  taste,  she  liked  the  as- 
sumption of  every  thing  and  any  thing 
which  could  give  her  eclat.  It  was  easy 
to  get  the  name  of  a  "  has  bleu ;"  she  had 
only  to  invite  authors  to  her  house,  and 
to  give  dinners  to  men  of  literature.  It 
was  easy  to  become  a  woman  of  science; 
she  had  only  to  talk  of  gas,  and  oocygen^ 
and  decomposition.  It  was  easy  to  be- 
come a  woman  of  learning;  she  had  to 
speak  of  theologies,  and  to  purchase  the 
new  publications. 

Many  were  the  guests  who  partook,  of 
her  feasts,  and  ridiculed  their  entertainer ; 
and  many  were  the  guineas  which  were 
thrown  away  in  building  herself  into  no- 
tice ;  and  Mrs.  Desmond  at  length  found 
that  guineas  would  melt  in  her  hands — 
that  they  were  scarcely  tangible — ^and  that 

G  5  .  with 


130       THE  KEVEALEU  OF  SECUETS. 

with  a  life-income  and  a  shattered  consti- 
tution, it  was  not  easy  to  forestall  her  an- 
nual receipts :  so  when  she  found  she  was 
getting  on  a  little  too  fast  in  the  fashion- 
able v/orld,  she  adopted  the  admirable  re- 
source of  courting  the  muse  in  the  shades 
of  the  country ;  and  all  her  friends  were 
given  to  understand  that  JMrs.  Desmond 
was  gone  into  retirement  to  give  birth  to 
an  essay  or  an  epic ;  but  no  essay,  no  epic, 
had  hitherto  been  brought  out  on  her  re- 
appearance, and  the  trick  was  getting  too 
stale,  and  ^Irs.  Desmond  began  to  feel ' 
'fliat  it  was  so,  when,  as  the  patroness  of 
)genins,  it  was  l^^er  fortune  to  stumble  on 
■dtie  of  those  luckless  sons  of  adversity 
who  have  every  thing  but  moiiey  to  re- 
commend them  to  the  world ;  and  without 
that  I  need  not  tell  my  readers  they  are 
destitute  of  alL  However,  I  soon  found 
that  I  was  to  have  one  of  my  apartments 
appropriated  to  him,  and  I  was  somewhat 
impatient  to  have  him  annouTiced,  '- 
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The  Stanfords  called  on  Mrs.  Desmond 
with  the  frank  offers  of  civility. 

" -I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you,"  said 
she,  "  and  dare  say  I  shall  manage  to  draw 
an  existence  here,  for  I  shall  be  busy — 
busily  employed,  quaffing  at  the  spring 
of  Helicon,  and  walking  on  the  summit 
of  the  Parnassian  mount.  But  such  a: 
contrast  as  this  situation  presents  to  the 
one  w^hicli  I  occupied  last  year  f  But  do 
you  know  I  like  a  contrast ;  I  like  a  change, 
even  from  better  to  worse." 

Or  '\for  better,  for  worse,"  thought  I; 
but,  of  course,  /  was  mute, 

"  In  the  delightful  polish  of  my  Attic 
retreat  near  Richmond,  all  my  ideas  flow- 
ed so  smoothly,  that  really  my  style  was 
in  danger  of  becoming  too  highly  orna- 
jnented;.  in  fact,  1  there  culled  none  but 
the  jiowei's  of  poesy ;  and  though  I  was 
(though  I  say  it  myself)  finished,  ele- 
gant, truly  elegant,  yet  there  perhaps  re- 
quired more  of  the  abruptness— of  the  as- 
perity— may  I  say  the  tho7iis  of  compo- 

G  6  sition,- 
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sition,  in  order  to  make  my  productions 
striking." 

Mr.  and  INIrs.  Stanford  seemed  to  sit  on 
thorns  at  this  moment. 

"  My  friends,  however,  my  too  partial 
friends,  would  not  hear  of  this.  But  I 
v/ill  tell  you  all  about  it,  Mr.  Stanford, 
for  you  are  a  man  of  sense  and  discrimi- 
nation ;  and  to  the  conversation  of  such 
men  /  am  accustomed." 

"  I  am  not  very  eloquent,  madam,"  said 
Stanford,  dryly. 

"  Oh,  excuse  me  there !  there  is  mute 
eloquence  in  your  speaking  eye." 

Mrs.  Stanford  understood  its  language, 
and  tliought  it  had  never  spoken  so  sar- 
castically before. 

"  But,  as  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  there 
was  another  grand  objection  to  this  Delia 
Cruscan  retreat.  Fancy  me  retiring  to 
my  boudoir  to  give  the  last  finish  to  one 
of  my  productions,  having  issued  strict 
orders  of  being  denied  to  all,  my  printer 
iiiaportunate,  and  the  whole  town  on  tip- 
toe 
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toe  for  its  appearance — a  thundering  rap 
at  my  door ;  I  cannot  be  at  home — I  am 
not  at  home — I  ziill  not  be  at  home ;  but 
Wilson  comes  tapping  at  the  boudoir — 
'  Ma'am,  ma'am,  it's  only  lady  Sarah ;  she 
says  she  knows  how  you  are  situated,  and 
she  is  come  to  have  one  peep  before  it 
goes  to  the  press.'  Now  perhaps  this  mes- 
sage has  so  dislodged  the  seat  of  memory, 
that  I  have  actually  lost  a  day ;  but  lady 
Sarah  has  made  good  her  entrance.  Then 
comes  sir  Dennis — *  I  must  speak  to  The 
Desmond;  I  have  brought  the  colours 
from  the  coachmaker's ;  it  is  impossible  to 
decide  till  I  have  had  her  voice  in  the  bu- 
siness, and  the  thing  is  at  a  stand.'  Enter 
a  whole  party — '  Dear  Mrs.  Desmond, 
now  go  on;  pray  go  on;  don't  take  the 
slightest  notice  of  us ;  we  are  merely  come 
to  walk  round  the  bewitching,  enchanting 
-conservatory,  and  to  smell  your  fragrant 
exotics ;  we  will  go  round  without  you — 
we  will  be  the  Cicerones  of  the  colonel, 
who  must  positively  build  one  on  yoin* 

model ; 
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model;  don't  think  of  us' — But  I  must 
think  of  them,  and  folloxv  them  too,  if  I 
would  keep  my  best  Camellia  Japonica, 
or  preserve  one  blossom  on  my  Cobbcea 
Scandens.  Oh  the  misery  of  a  show-place  \ 
we  pay  for  our  pleasures,  I  assure  you,  sir; 
And  now  perhaps  one  of  my  India  friends, 
to  whom  1  cannot  be  denied,  desires  me 
tx)  make  the  tour  of  the  grounds  with  him, 
that  he  may  lay  out  those  round  his  own 
villa  by  them:  fancy  me  then  toiling,, 
panting,  fainting,  after  him  in  hot  July; 
a  fever  on  my  nerves — an  unfinished  epic 
in  my  brain — a  new  book  unread,  on  which 
I  must  give  an  opinion  to  the  author  in 
the  evening — a  new  dress  undesigned,  in 
which  I  mu.s't  appear  at  the  countess's ;/?^e. 
And  then  my  evenings — authors,  artists, 
men  of  taste  and  science — girls  without  for- 
tune  and  xcith  fortune,  the  former  consulting 
me  about  fitting  themselves  out  for  India 
in  order  to  get  07ie,  the  latter  about  fitting 
themselves  out  for  London  parties  in  order 
to  spend  one.  •  Oh  the  misfortime  of  being 

too 
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too  popular !  Oh  but  to  think  of  the  va- 
rious imposts  on  time  which  are  laid  on 
her  who  happens,  for  what  reason  /  cannot 
guess,  to  be  the  fashion — the  rage !  Heigho ! 
And  so  I  have  really  left  them  all ;  it  was 
utterly  impossible  to  remain,  and  to  stem 
the  tide." 

^^  To  quit  the  world,  where  strong  temptations  try ; 
And  since  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learn  to  fly," 

said  Mr.  Stanford ;  but  not  using  the  Hues 
in  the  precise  meaning  of  the  author. 

**  Exactly  so,"  said  Mrs.  Desmond ;  "  / 
have  flown  here.  Pray  had  Miss  Carey  a 
taste  for — that  is — was  her  taste  any  thing 
like  mine  ?  The  people  here  seem  to  talk 
of  her  as  a  superior  woman ;  but  I  con- 
clude, that  taken  out  of  her  own  circle, 
she  would  not  have  been  very  surprising." 

"I  cannot  speak  in  common ' terms  of 
one  whom  I  know  so  intimately,  and  of 
whom  I  think  so  highly,"  said  Mr.  Stan- 
ford.    "  Miss  Carey  is  above  all  praise !" 

Mrs.  Stapford's  eyes, sparkled  and  glis- 

--•  tened 
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tened  at  the  same  moment;  she  looked 
round  upon  7ne  with  an  expression  of  gra- 
tified pride  which  delighted  me ;  she  seem- 
ed to  call  upon  me  to  attest  to  the  virtue 
and  worth  of  JNIiss  Carey. 

"  Pray,  sir,  who  was  her  amanuensis  ?" 
i\Ir.  Stanford  looked  doubtingly.  ' 
"  I  ask  who  was  her  amanuensis?  Surely,, 
in  the  quick  play  of  the  thoughts  of  a  wo- 
man of  talent,  if  there  he  no  recording 
sciihe  to  write  them  down  upon  a  book,  it 
is  impossible  but  more  than  half  of  them 
must  flit  off  in  hurried  succession,  and 
thus  be  blotted  out  and  lost  to  the  world 
for  ever  1  I  protest  to  ye,  that  /  never  sit 
down  with  an  intention  to  write  but  I 
los^  half  I  would  say,  so  rapid  is  my  ima- 
gination in  comparison  of  the  movement 
of  my  pen." 

Mr.  Stanford  was  not  a  flatterer;    an. 
egotist  was  a  new  character  in  that  house; 
he  felt  a  stranger  in  that  seat  where  he 
had  always  been  at  home. 
^  "  It  is  not  my  practice  to  speak  of  my^ 

self;^ 
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self,"  continued  Mrs.  Desmond;  "but  1 
must  say  that  I  find  this  rural  ease  very 
gratifying  to  me,  after  the  vortex  of  com- 
pany in  which  I  was  obliged  to  mix  in 
town.  Persons  of  a  certain  style,  who  are 
considered  like  myself,  however  foolisJihj^ 
as  the  inspirers  and  the  arbitei^  of  taste, 
cannot  live  to  themselves — I  am  sure  I 
found  it  so.  And  after  all,  Mr.  Stanford, 
the  world  does  itself  ^cn  injury  in  thus  en- 
grossing every  moment  of  one's  time ;  for 
if  one  should  have  acquired  any  little  in- 
sight into  a  subject  which  one  might  feel 
anxious  of  giving  publicity  to,  there  is  no 
opportunity  allowed  for  making  the  ne- 
cessary arrangements;  for  say  what  we 
will,  and  /  am  often  called  an  improvisa- 
tor e  myself  yet  the  finest  extemporary 
composition  would  lose  some  of  its  effect 
when  written  down,  unless  there  was  a 
setting  in  order,  a  beautifying,  a  polish — 
at  least  /  find  it  so.  Scientific  researches, 
as  I  tell  my  friends,  cannot  be  brought  to 

maturity 
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Inatiirity  in  a  day.     You  know,  siry.  Troy 
was  not  built  in  a  day." 

"  So  it  is  said,  ma'am." 

"  But  people  fancy  that  /  am  pretetna.- 
turally  gifted ;  and  so,  as  I  told  you,  I  am 
come  away  from  all  of  them,  ki  order,  5 
suppose,  to  convince  them  of  theh'  erroT 
when  they  shall  see  me  in  print.  I  teH. 
them  so  constantly ;  but  they  laugh  at  me, 
and  say,  that,  on  the  contrary,  I  shall  pa- 
ralyse them  all.  Birt  I  shall  set  about  no- 
thing till  my  amanuensis  comes,  that  is, 
in  the  literary  way.  I  now  and  then  like 
«.  little  break — a  short  pause;  it  refreshes 
the  mind — don't  you  think  so,  sir  ?" 

"  I  do  indeed,  madam,"  answered  Mr.^ 
^tanfol^,  with  that  dry  bluntness  which 
his  wife  so  well  understood,  that  she  Avas* 
^tee^wly  ready  to  laugh  out. 

*^  But  I  ought  to  beg  your  pardon, 
ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  Desmond ;  "  /  am  for- 
getting myself  {now  to  be  sure  there  seem- 
ed little  danga*  of  that) ;  when  one  meets 

with 
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with  a  sensible,  intelligent  man  like  Mf. 
Stanford,  one  does  not  know  how  to  at- 
tend to  any  one  else.  But  we  were  speak- 
^ing,  I  think,  of  the  country ;  I  suppoi^ 
you  like  walking?" 

"  Very  much  in  fine  weather." 

**  /  like  it  too ;  I  declare,  on  the  whole, 
I  prefer  it  to  a  carriage ;  and  when  my 
amanuensis  comes,  I  flatter  myself  that  I 
shall  be  able  to  walk  ^bout,  at  the  same 
time  that  my  ideas  are  secured  to  the 
world." 

Many  other  subjects  were  started  or 
spoken  of  by  Mrs.  Desmond,  which  equal- 
ly centered  in  self.  Such  an  inflated  crea- 
ture I  had  never  yet  seen ;  and  had  I  been 
filled  with  gas  in  the  same  proportion,  I 
am  confident  that  1  should  have  been  soon^ 
loosened  from  my  foundations^  and  that 
the  poor  House  that  Jack  built  would  have 
been  carried  half  seas  over. 

The  good  rector  and  his  wife  exchanged 
some  looks  during   this   their  first  visit 
ivhich  I  had  never  seen>  for  there  was  no- 
thing 
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thing  in  the  character  of  the  unassuming' 
Miss  Carey  to  occasion  them.  My  side- 
window  being  open^  I  caught  some  of 
their  conversation  as  they  passed  under  it. 

"  My  dearest  Martha,"  said  Mr.  Stan- 
ford, "  the  longer  we  live  in  the  world, 
the  more  must  we  see  of  its  folly  and  non- 
sense; this  is  indeed  a  new  character. 
Selfishness  is,  I  fear,  a  predominating 
propensity  in  all  of  us ;  but  here  there  i« 
such  an  entire  immolation  of  every  thing 
at  the  shrine  of  self,  and  such  a  prodigious 
mass  of  vanity,  with,  as  it  appears  to  me, 
so  little  common  sense,  that  I  am  quite  as- 
tonished." 

"  I  wish  Miss  Carey  were  here  again,"^ 
said  Mrs.  Stanford,  as  she  put  her  arm 
still  further  within  her  husband's,  with  an 
expression  which  seemed  to  ultimate  that 
protection  and  comfort  were  only  to  be 
found  with  hini  and  with  their  mutual 
friend. 

"  I  ^^ish  so  too,  my  dear ;  but  we  should 
ourselves  be  indulging  that  selfish  spirit 

which 
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^vriiich  we  are  condemning,  if  we  could  be 
pleased  at  seeing  her  come  back,  while 
there  is  a  hope  of  her  health  being  amend- 
ed by  her  absence." 

'*  You  are  quite  right,"  said  Mrs.  Stan- 
ford, repressing  a  sigh. 

"  But  this  lady — did  you  ever  hear  of  a 
lady  bringing  ai)out  an  amanuensis  with 
her?  What  is  he  to  be,' in  the  name  of 
fortune?  Is  he  to  come  as  a  gentleman, 
or  a  mere  hireling?** 

"  God  forbid  that  he  should  be  the  for- 
mer, and  reduced  to  the  dire  necessity  of 
putting  down  every  nonsensical  word 
Mdiich  that  silly  woman  utters,"  said  Mr. 
'Stanford. 

"But  how  very  extraordinary  and  ec- 
centric !  even  the  sisterhood  of  *  the  Mem- 
€ion  of  Peace'  did  not  go  to  such  lengths 
as  this  lady,  though,  by  what  I  have  heard, 
most  of  them  set  up  for  belles  esprits,  Mr. 
Stanford,  I  wonder  if  this  scribe  be  a  young 
man  ?" 

"  Woman,  woman,  sheer  woman,  ^lar- 

tha; 
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tha ;  I  would  Tiave  ventured  a  trifle  on 
your  saying  tiiat." 

*'  Wliy,  it  is  so  natural,  Mr,  Stanford." 
"  Fei^y  ncdural,  my  love*;  and  I  like 
you  the  better  for  it.  If  your  sex  would 
be  contented,  like  you,  to  move  in  their 
own  sphere — a  sphere  which  combines  all 
the  Tisejhd  qualities,  all  the  tender  chari- 
ties, all  the  social  affections;  if,  like  you, 
they  cultivated  their  minds,  enlarged  their 
powers  of  thinking,  and  in  doing  this  for- 
got not  the  better  part,  then "     His 

eyes  shone,  wiiile  those  of  JNIrs.  Stanford 
overflowed;    rallying    his    feelings,    and 

speakiog 

*  If  this  humble  performance  could  ever  come  before  a 
critic's  pen,  the  author  might  naturally  tremble,  conscious 
of  numerous  deficiencies  and  defects,  yot  trembling  would 
bozo  to  just  and  manlj/  criticism;  but  from  suck  a  censor  as  * 
"The  Legend  of  the  Velvet  Cushion,"  may  the  good  stai-s 
protect  these  simple  volumes !    for  then  even  these  two  " 
v-ords-  the  simple,   heart-feeling   expression  of  affection,  ' 
would  be  distorted  into  silly  puerility.      Peace  to  the  aa-  • 
thor  of  the  Velvet  Cushion  I  fot-  few  vv  ill  b©  the  readers  of 
*'  The  Legend," 
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?speakhig  in  a  gayer  tone,  "  then — but  if 
all  had  been  like  you,  you  know  I  might 
have  fixed  on  another,  and  you  might 
liave  been  left  in  the  lurch." 

"  Not  if  aU  the  men  had  resembled  you^ 
J3ut  take  care  that  we  do  not  egotize  too 
much;  for  inasmuch  as  we  dxe  parts  of 
each  other,  perhaps  we  may  be  doing  s<x 
even  now." 

What  a  sickening  and  heart-wearyiitg 
conversation  would  this  have  been  to  Mrs. 
Desmond !  but  she  had  not  heard  it,  for 
she  was  writing  to  summon  her  amanuen- 
.^sis. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


J.Irs.  Desmond  had  made  her  apphcation 
for  an  amanuensis  to  a  bookseller,  whom 
she  meant  to  employ  when  she  had  any 
thing  ready  for  publication,  and  w^ho  per- 
fectly knew  tlie  character  of  the  lady,  his 
business  having  given  him  much  know- 
ledge of  human  nature.    Mr.  Weldon  saw, 
at  the  first  glance,  that  the  assistant  of  Mrs. 
Desmond  must  be  something  more  than  a 
mere  copyist ;  he  knew  a  man  who,  with 
some  genius,  yet  without  patronage  or  con- 
nexions, was  not  likely  to  make  his  way 
in  his  own  name.  How  it  was  Weldon  did 
not  know,  but  certain  it  was  that  Mrs. 
Desmond's  name  had  something  imposing 
in  it ;  she  was  generally  known  too,  and 
had  an  acquaintance  which,  in  the  lan- 
guage 
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guage  of  the  world,  might  be  called  "  uni- 
versal." If  any  thing  like  sense  could  be 
published  under  the  sanction  of  her  name, 
there  would  be  every  chance  of  its  being 
well  received ;  and  by  recommending  the 
person  in  question,  he  felt  that  he  was 
performing  something  hke  an  act  of  be- 
nevolence. 

Mrs.  Desmond  gave  explicit  hints,  that 
there  might  be  times  when,  her  faculties 
having  been  excited  too  intensely,  it  would 
become  necessary  to  relax  in  order  to  re- 
cruit their  vigour;  but  that  her  eagerness 
to  expedite,  any  work  might  prevent  her 
from  doing  so,  and  she  might  pursue  her 
studies  to  the  injury  of  her  health,  unless 
her  amanuensis  were  equal  to  a  continua- 
tion, gathering  her  meaning  from  the 
preceding  parts,  &c.  All  this  ^y^^  per- 
fectly m/^/Zi^iW^  to  Mr.  Weldon  ;  but  he 
appeared  to  imderstand  only  in  the  Avay 
which  the  lady  wished. 

There  is  a  vast  deal  of  this  sort  of  seem- 
VOL.  u.  II  ins: 
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ing  to  be  met  with  in  the  Vv^orld.  Light 
seems  to  be  exckided,  but  it  is  quite  vi- 
sible, and  reminds  me  of  one  of  my  own 
windows,  which  JMr.  Prune  managed,  dur- 
ing his  residence  with  me,  to  bhnd  in  such 
a  manner  that  the  "  ivi?idozv-peeps,''  as  he 
called  them,  fancied  it  was  sto])ped — he 
saved  the  tax,  but  my  apartment  was 
lighted  by  it  as  before.  So  it  was  that 
Weldon  blinded  his  mind  to  the  xvindoxv^ 
peeps  of  Mrs.  Desmond. 

The  fine  figure  which  one  morning  ap- 
peared on  my  steps  involuntarily  de- 
manded my  respect,  and  I  yielded  my 
knocker  to  his  touch,  with  more  than 
its  accustomed  pliability;  but  there  was 
nothing  authoritative  in  the  appeal 
which  was  made  for  admittance.  The 
clothes  of  the  stranger  were  not  of  the 
first  cut  of  Bond-street,  I  could  instantly 
discover;  neither  had  they  the  smooth, 
snug  appearance  of  those  which  used  to 
envelop  the  person  of  Mr.  Prune — ihey 

hung 
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hung  in  fold^  about  him ;  but  the  trap- 
pings of  fashion  and  wealth  I  had  learned 
to  estimate  according  to  the  intrinsic  worth 
of  the  wearer — Daring  and  Prune  had  af- 
forded me  good  specimens  of  these. 

The  town-bred  footman  eyed  the  visitor 
from  head  to  foot,  and  lolling  out  his 
tongue,  he  laconically  asked  for  a  name ; 
he  had  been  used  to  the  appearance  of  such 
persons  at  "  the  show-place,"  and  he  seem- 
ed to  be  saying  to  himself — "  So,  so,  then, 
the  men  of  genius  have  followed  us  down 
here,  it  seems." 

He  carelessly,  and  with  something  be- 
tween a  hum  and  a  whistle,  walked  to  the 
door  of  the  room  where  IVIrs.  Desmond 
w^as  sitting — "  Mr.  Hammond." 

The  name  was  unknown  to  the  lady. 
She  rose  from  her  seat,  courtesied,  and 
said — "  Wilson,  put  a  chair;"  for  this  ci- 
vility  had  not  been  thought  requisite. 

Hammond  bowed  with  politeness,  but 
M^th  no  air  of  inferiority. 

H  2      <  ''  ]May 
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"  May  I  ask,  sir,  to  whom  I  owe  the 
pleasure  of  this  introduction,  or  whetlier 
you  are  one  of  my  neighbours,  whom  I 
have  not  before  seen?  for  you  have  walked, 
I  perceive,"  looking  down  at  the  dirty 
shoes,  which  Hammond  had  not  recol- 
lected. 

For  a  moment,  and  hut  2i  moment,  a 
crimson  hue  tinted  the  sallow  cheek  of 
Hammond;  but  an  internal  consciousness 
enabled  him  to  resume  his  self-possession 
— "  Mr.  Weldon,  madam,  told  me  that 
you  were  in  want  of  an  assistant,  and  that 
he  had  apprised  you  of  my  coming." 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon !  you  are  the 
person  whom  Mr.  Weldon  mentioned? 
I  do  not  think  I  heard  your  name — I  am 
really  glad  you  are  come — I  have  been  ex- 
pecting you — I  am  quite  prepared — you 
are  to  have  an  attic  apartment — attic,  of 
course,  Mr.  Hammond  ;  quite  apart  from 
the  rest  of  the  family — detached  from  the 
domestics ;  there  you  will  have  a  sitting 

and 


THE  EEVEALER  OF  SECRETS.       149 

and  a  sleeping  apartment,  and  may  freely 
indulge  in  the  wild  range  of  thought. 
If  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  conduct  you 
to  it." 

Mr.  Hammond  bowed,  and  followed  to 
a  room  which  had  been  prepared  for  him, 
and  furnished  with  a  high  desk  and  stool, 
with  dictionaries,  paper  in  voluminous 
heaps,  and  pens  of  various  sizes,  and  quires 
of  blotting-paper.  A  low  table,  an  easy 
chair  to  suit  it,  an  elegant  writing  appa- 
ratus, a  splendidly-bound  Johnson,  in 
another  part  of  the  room,  proclaimed  its 
exclusive  dedication  to  the  service  of  the 
lady. 

"  Here  you  may  enjoy  yourself  with- 
out interruption,"  said  Mrs.  Desmond. 
^'  When  I  am  at  leisure  for  the  pursuance 
of  my  w  ork,  I  shall,  of  course,  be  wdth 
you ;  and  w^hen  any  other  impelling  idea 
forces  me  on  another  subject,  ivith  xvhich 
you  are  not  cwiversant,  I  perhaps  may 
leave  vou  a  little  to  qo  on  ^vitli  that^  in 

H  "3  which 
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v/hich  I  may  have  been  said  to  have  given ^ 
you  your  cue,  in  the  best  manner  you  can, 
without  my  assistance." 

Ilammond  remained  silent;  but  Mrs.  Des- 
mond always  knew  hov/  to  supply  a  pause  in 
conversation — "  You  will  have  your  meals 
sent  vou  here — a  knock  at  the  door  of  the 
room  will  announce  them.  You  Vv  ill  find 
every  thing  ready  for  you  on  a  portable 
table,  wliich  you  can  bring  with  in  side; 
and  when  you  have  finished,  you  may  put 
it  without  again.  Previous  to  your  leav- 
ing your  chamber  of  a  morning,  the  fire 
will  be  lighted  here,  when  the  weather  is 
cold,  and  you  will  find  a  supply  of  coals 
in  that  bronze  sarcophagus.  In  fact,  I 
have  forestalled  all  these  degrading  wants 
to  the  utmost  of  my  power,  as,  alas !  I 
know  too  well,  by  melancholy  experience, 
what  a  ship^.vreck  of  intellect  is  occasioned 
by  communications  with  menials,  or  the 
interference  of  low  and  common  occur- 
renceSj  when  the  mind  is  '  lapped  in  let- 
tered 
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ter'd  Elysium !'  Do  you  know,  Ham- 
mond, I  think  there  is  something  of  the 
*  fine  frenzy'  of  the  poet  in  your  eye?  I 
hope  I  shall  find  it  in  your  soul  too — the 
soul,  you  know,  speaks  through  the  eye. 
But  come,  sit  down.  I  declare  the  seat 
does  very  well  for  you,"  half-closing  her 
eyes,  as  if  to  take  in  his  figure  with  greater 
effect — "  I  was  more  than  half-afraid  that 
I  should  have  perched  you  up  on  high. 
Had  you  been  of  a  round,  thick,  gross 
make,  I  must  have  had  the  seat  cut,  and 
I  could  not  have  borne  to  look  at  you 
either.  I  am  so  glad  you  are  not,  for  I 
should,  in  that  case,  liave  feared  that  all 
your  invocations  would  Imve  been  to  Bac- 
chus." 

There  was  something  like  a  smile  on  the 
pensive  features  of  Hammond ;  but  it  was 
^'  a  smile  of  such  a  sort  as  if  he  mocked 
himself." 

"  Hammond !"  said  ]Mrs.  Desmond,  still 
looking  at  him ;  **  it  is  a  poetic  name — 

H  4i  Hammond's 


152       THE  REVEALEE  OF  SECKET^. 

Hammond's  Love  Elegies — probably  the 
poet  was  a  relative  of  yours  ?" 
"  Not  that  I  know  of,  madam .'\ 
**  You  v/ill  not  allow  it,  perhaps." 
"  I  cannot  allow  what  I  do  not  know, 
madam." 

*•  What !  no  poetical  licence  ?"  For  the 
last  words,  expressed  in  a  cold,  prosaic 
manner,  had  in  them  too  much  of  common 
sense  and  every-day.reason  for  the  poetic 
imagination  of  Mrs.  Desmond. 

Through  my  tvindotv-peeps  I  could  per- 
ceive that  she  w^ould  by  no  means  like  an* 
amanuensis  with  an  opinion  of  his  own. 
She  talked  a  little  longer  in  her  own  style; 
and  then  giving  Hammond  something  to 
copy  and  correct  for  her,  she  left  the  room^ 
turning  the  key  in  the  door. 

I  liad  now  leisure  to  observe  the  con- 
duct and  behaviour  of  Hammond ;  and  I 
began  to  fear  that  all  was  not  as  it  should 
be  in  the  upper  stoi^y.  He  sat  down  on 
the  low  seat,  which  the  fair  authoress 

would 
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would  have  called  her  throne  (and  of  which 
she  would  have  said,  "  let  kings  come  bow 
to  it"),  and  holding  his  sides,  for  more  than 
two  minutes  he  laughed  in  such  an  out- 
rageous manner  as  almost  to  convince  me 
tliat  he  could  not  have  been  allied  to  that 
melancholy  IMr.  Hammond  who  wrote  the 
melancholy  Love  Elegies;  and  yet  the 
very  next  minute  he  repeated,  with  an 
energetic  promptitude  which  made  me 
stagger — yes,  reader,  which  literally  stag- 
gered me,  for  he  a-ose  with  a  firm  tread, 
and  paced  the  floor  as  he  spoke — 

"  Farewell  that  liberty  our  fathers  gave — 

In  vain  they  gave — their  sons  receiv'd  in  vain—^ 

I  saw  Naera,  and  her  instant  slave — " 

iBut,  shaking  his  head,  he  seemed  loth  to 
continue  the  application  of  the  quotation. 
He  crossed  his  arms  on  his  breast,  and  in- 
'Stead  of  employing  himself  as  he  had  been 
desired,  he  continued  to  walk  to  and  fro, 

JH  5  to 
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to  whistle,  to  look  out  of  the  window, 
and  to  stand  before  the  jQre. 

The  whistle  of  Hammond  was  not  the 
whistle  of  a  man  "  who  ivcnitcd  thought'' 
I  cannot  describe  it,  though  it  thrilled 
through  me.  I  recollected  a  paper  w' hich 
I  iiad  once  heard  Miss  Carey  read  from 
the  miscellaneous  works  of  Dr.  Benjamin 
Frankhn — '*  Hammond  may  have  paid 
too  much  for  his  whistle,"  thought  I — it 
was  not  a  note  of  cheerfulness. 

"The  mind — the  mind  is  still  free,"  said 
he ;  "  and  then  what  boots  it  ?" 

He  looked  at  the  manuscript  which 
Mrs.  Desmond  had  left  with  him  as  he 
said  these  w^ords.  He  ran  it  over  with  his 
eyes — he  v/histled — he  looked — once  he 
smiled — only  once — he  whistled  again — 
threw^  it  down  on  tlie  desk — he  took  up 
a  book,  and  lost  in  his  author,  WTapt  in 
the  v/itclieries  of  heavenly  poesy,  he 

*'  S^aw  h&r  vibions  v,;id,  a.id  feljL,  untmi'd  Ifer  flame." 

The 
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The  key  turned  in  the  door — Mrs.  Des- 
mond entered — Hammond  started  up  from 
his  usurped  seat. 

*'  Well,  and  what  do  you  think  of  it? 
I  long — I  am  impatient  for  your  opinion." 

"  Think  of  it!"  repeated  Hammond,  pas- 
sionately, and  still  referring  to  his  almost- 
worshipped  Collins — 

"  But  tliou,  oh  Hope  !  wirfi  eyes  so  fair. 
What  was  thy  delighted  measure?' 

Heavens  and  earth,  madam !  how  can  you 
-ask  the  question  ?  *  'tis  inspiration  all !" 

Mrs.  Desmond  had  light  eyes — she  was 
Hope  personified,  and 

"  Ilore  enc}ja«ted  smil'd,  and  wav'd  lier  golden  hair*' 

at  this  happily -«expressed  compliment. 

"  Did  it  want  any  correction  ?"  asked 
•she,  in  a  tone  which  evidently  waited  for 
a  negative,  and  putting  her  manuscript 
copy  into  Hammond's  hand. 

H  6  **  Destroy 
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"  Destroy  that  nonsense,  madam,"  said 
Hammond ;  "  on  the  word  of  a  man,  I 
never  saw  such  a  farrago  of  absurdity ! 
Surely,  for  your  dearest  friend,  you  would 
not  throw  away  your  time  in  reading  it. 
I  should  think  the  rhymes  were  strung  by 
some  little  day-school  Miss,  of  eight  years 
of  age,  who  had  not  got  beyond  the  first 
hymn  of  Dr.  Watts." 

"  And  do  not  you  indeed  know  by  whom 
they  were  written,  sir?" 

"  No,  madam ;  neither  do  I  feel  any  in- 
terest in  the  discovery." 

The  cool  manner  of  Hammond  was  not 
to  be  borne, 

'<  But  with  a  frown 
Revenge  impatient  rose." 

"  If  you  remember,  Mr. — Mr. — Ham- 
mond, 1  desired  you  to  copy  these  lines, 
and  to  see  if  they  wanted  any  correction." 

"  You  did  so,  madam,  but  it  would 
have  been  lost  labour — a  total  impossibi- 

Hty_ 
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llty — this  you  must  see  yourself  in  one 
moment — look  here,  madam,  I  will  con*^ 
vince " 

"  Sir,  I  am  already  co7ivincedf  and  the 
accompanying  look  seemed  to  add,  "  that 
you  are  not  fitted  for  the  service  which  I 
require." 

But  Hammond,  still  half — more  than 
half  enveloped  by  the  "  shadowy  forms" 
of  Collins,  said — "  I  thought  so — I  knew 
you  would  perceive  the  utter  inuti- 
lity; now  hear  meT  and  in  a  sonorous 
voice,  giving  the  inflection,  the  emphasis, 
the  intonation,  which  the  poet  himself 
must  have  applauded,  he  read  Collins's 
Ode  on  the  Passions. 

Though  angry  at  his  pertinacious  free* 
dom,  yet  Mrs.  Desmond  felt  herself  forci- 
bly rivetted  by  his  manner ;  she  was 
charmed  with  his  variation  of  counte- 
nance, voice,  and  attitude,  as  by  turns  he 
personified  the  passions,  and  she  began  to 
think  that  he  might  contribute  to  her 

amusement, 
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amusement,  if  he  would  not  be  useful. 
As  he  said — 

"  Oh,  bid  our  va:n  endeavours  cease, 
Revive  the  just  designs  of  Greece, 
Return  in  ail  thy  simple  state  !" 

Mrs.  Desmond,  I  perceived,  was  stooping 
to  pick  the  manuscript  from  the  floor,  whi- 
ther Hammond  had  hurled  it;  and  she 
covertly  hid  it  within  the  crimson  velvet 
ridicule  which  hung  suspended  at  her 
arm. 

"  You  read  well,  Mr.  Hammond.  Pray, 
were  you  ever  a  pubhc  reciter?" 

"  No,  madam ;  if  I  succeeded  in  con- 
veying the  meaning  of  the  words,  it  was 
because  I  felt  them.  And  now  tell  me 
how  it  is  that  I  am  to  be  useful  to  you? 
what  am  I  to  do  ?  for  I  tliink  we  have  not 
talked  sufficiently  on  tliat  subject." 

Mrs.  Desmond  perhcips  thought  other- 
wise; however,  she  said  she  should  con- 
sider the  matter,  and  in  the  interim  in- 
vited 
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yitecl  Mr.  Hammond  to  descend  to  the 
€ating-room,  and  to  spend  the  day  below. 

Wrapped  in  obscurity  and  dependence, 
there  was  a  consciousness  of  superior  in- 
tellect in  Hammond  which  I  had  never 
seen  before;  His  manners  were  interest- 
ing, but  they  could  scarcely  be  called 
pleasing;,  for  he  had  such  a  jealous  watch- 
fulness of  his  own  dignity,  that  he  seemed 
continually  on  the  verge  of  taking  offence; 
and  the  threadbare  coat  which,  on  the  back 
of  another  man,  might  have  been  termed 
the  garment  of  humility,  seemed  on  his 
to  be  tl>e  wrapping  of  that  integral  pride 
which  formed  a  component  part  of  his  na- 
ture. 

Never  were  two  characters  more  directly 
opposed  tlian  those  of  the  two  individuals 
who  now  met  at  the  dinner-table.  Ego- 
tistical in  every  vrord  she  uttered — pre- 
tending to  talent  and  genius,  while  desti- 
tude  of  each-— her  knovv  ledge  comprised  in 
tlie  slang  jcU'gon  of  the  v/orld,  and  in  the 

commonplace 
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commonplace  sentiments  and  remarks 
which  are  ready  strung  and  arranged  for 
the  use  of  every  one  and  any  one  who 
will  take  them  up— without  an  original 
idea,  or  the  least  facility  in  composition, 
Mrs.  Desmond  had  entirely  mistaken  her^ 
self,  in  pretending  to  any  thing  beyond 
the  choice  of  a  c^p  or  a  ribbon.  Affected 
in  naanner,  and  fancying  that  the  interest 
of  a  woman  was  heightened  by  an  appear*- 
ance  of  extreme  imbecility  and  delicacy, 
her  sickly  appetite  had  been  pampered 
and  palsied  till  it  had  become  "  the  thing- 
it  seemed ;"  and  egotism  being  pursued 
from  first  to  last,  the  fragile  state  ctf  her 
constitution,  and  the  weakness  of  her  ap- 
petite, formed  the  almost-exclu&ive  topic 
of  the  dinnet-meal. 

Hammond  was  divested  from  every 
shadow  of  affectation.  He  spoke  what  he 
thought,  because  he  believed  his  thoughts 
were  worthy  of  repetition.  He  was  not 
'^churlish,  or  coarse  in  his  address^  but  he 

had 
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had  nothing  of  gallantry  or  compliment 
about  him ;  if  he  said  a  civil  thing,  it  was 
because  he  felt  it — ^if  he  looked  with  an 
eye  of  admiration  or  pleasure  on  ar,y  ob- 
ject, it  was  because  those  feelings  had  been 
excited  in  his  mind.  He  conversed  on 
things,  not  on  persons ;  and  in  drawing 
his  chair  to  the  table  of  Mrs.  Desmond, 
he  appeased  the  cravings  of  an  appetite 
which  he  had  too  long  disregarded;  and 
he  ate  unspanngly  of  the  dish  which  was 
set  before  him,  without  letting  his  eyes 
wander  ia  search  of  viands  with  which  he 
might  please  his  palate. 

In  the  construction  of  Hammond  there 
was  much  to  admire.  Comparing  him  to 
myself,  who,  as  the  reader  knows,  am 
only  "  the  House  that  Jack  built,"  and, 
for  the  sake  of  the  comparison,  calling  him 
a  house  also,  I  should  term  him  a  baronial 
residence — strong,  lofty,  and  command- 
ing, but  surrounded  with  a  moat,  which 
prevented  any  one  from  approaching  too 

near — ■ 
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near — a  moat  which  was  of  little  utility 
to  the  building,  for  it  contained  much 
stagnant  and  corrupt  water,  but  which 
was  constantly  increasing,  for  that  moat 
was  pride. 


CHAP^ 
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CHAPTEIi  X. 


A  VERY  short  time  served  to  convince 
Hammond  that  he  was  not  the  man  whom 
Mrs,  Desmond  wanted,  and  he  honestly 
told  her  so — "  ^^  eldon  said  you  wanted  a 
copyist,  and  if  you  had  Vv^anted  that  mere- 
ly, I  could  liave  assisted  3'ou  ;  but  you 
want  a  person  to  correct  your  composi- 
tions, and  to  add  his  own  to  them  ;  now  I 
feel  assured  that  our '  mingled  yarn'  would 
not  hold  together — my  thread  would  soon 
draw  itself  off  from  yours,  and  the  web 
would  be  spoiled  ;  and  as  my  composi- 
tions must  be  volimtary,  it  is  utterly  im- 
possible. I  am  obliged  for  your  intentions 
in  my  favour,  but  I  cannot  fit  myself  for 

the 
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the  situation,  and  therefore  I  rehnquish 
it." 

"  But,  Mr.  Hammond,  v/hither  are  you 
going?" 

"  That,  rnadam,  is  a  question  v/hich  I 
am  incompetent  to  solve ;  but  to-morrow 
Tnorning  I  must  h^nd  my  course  anew 
over  this  troublous  world !" 

"  But  surely  you  might  assist  me  if  you 
would ;  you  have  talent — you  have  ge- 
nius. I  do  not  require  a  great  deal — an 
humble  poem  is  all  I  aim  at— — " 

"  I  do  not  ask  the  lofty  l)'nc  strain, 

Nor  sti:\e  to  p;iiat  the  wohders  of  the  sphere," 

said  Hammond. 

"  Write  as  manv  or  as  few  lines  in  a 
day  as  you  like,  only  suffer  me  to  give 
the  subject — and  the  measure — and  the 
names  of  the  characters — and  the  scene — 
and  the  action — and  the " 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  !"  The  laugh  of  Hammond 
1^'^as  nature — it  silenced  Mrs.  Desmond. 

*^  What 
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*•  What  bird  is  that  which,  with  a  green 
head,  has  two  syllables  in  its  name — the 
first  letter  a  P,  the  last  a  T  ?  Now  sup- 
pose you  were  to  put  me  to  fill  up  the 
rest,  should  I  have  much  scope  for  genius, 
think  you,  madam?" 

"  I  scarcely  understand  you,  sir  ;  I  de- 
clare— I  protest  I  am  not  used  to  such 
otit'Of-the-way,  eccentric  questions.  You 
meant  a  parrot,  I  conclude,  as  the  bird ; 
but  what  has  that  foolish  bird  to  do  in 
this  case  ?" 

"  Very  little  indeed,  madam.  You  are 
to  say  P  and  T,  and  I  am  to  put  A, 
and  R,  and  R,  and  O,  and  T." 

"  But  a  copyist,  sir,  need  only  keep  to 
the  letter  of  his  copy.  You  said  you  had 
no  objection  to  that  office — you  know 
there  is  no  exercise  of  the  imagination 
there." 

"  Not  the  least,  madam  ;  while  engaged 
in  the  work,  mv  imajjination  could  take 
its  excursiye  flight  oyer  the  universe.     If 

I  am 
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I  am  to  be  your  literal  copyist,  well— 
allons — I  will  begin  to-morrow." 

"  It  seems  that  you  xjcill  take  me  lite- 
rally, sir." 

"  Plain  speaking,  madam,  is  the  preroga- 
tive of  man — I  glory  in  it." 

"  Then  you  go  to-morrow,  Mr.  Ham- 
mond ?" 

"  Madam,  I  do ;  and  now,  if  you  please, 
I  will  take  a  little  stroll  round  your  vil- 
lage." 

"  It  is  late,  sir." 

**  The  silver  moon  unclouded  ploughs  her  way 
Through  skies  where  1  could  count  each  little  star;*^ 

and  bending  his  body  with  an  air  of  dig- 
nified ease,  Hammond  descended  the  ste2)s 
at  my  door,  in  the  eager  enthusiasm  of 
his  impelling  feelings,  forgetting  to  put 
his  hat  upon  his  head. 

Perhaps  I  have  not  particularized  suffi- 
ciently, but  Hammond  had  been  mv  in- 
■mate  a  week  ere  he  took  the  walk  I  am 

speaking 
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speaking  of,  or  ere  he  took  the  resohition 
of  quitting  me  the  following  morning. 
He  had  been  harassed  and  goaded  almost 
beyond  the  endurance  of  his  high  spirit 
during  this  period  by  the  folly  and  the 
egotism  of  INIrs.  Desmond ;  he  revolved  his 
situation  over,  and  determined  that  cor- 
poreal privation  would  be  light  when  com- 
pared with  an  escape  from  mental  martyr- 
dom. Alas!  the  sanguine  young  poet 
had  not  yet  accomplished  the  triumph  of 
mind  over  matter,  though  he  thought  he 
had. 

When  I  relate  things  of  wliich  I  was 
not  an  eye-witness,  the  reader  may  believe 
that  I  should  not  have  put  them  iwpr'mt 
if  they  w^ere  not  w^ell  authenticated,  and 
therefore  I  w^ill  give  him  (or  her)  a  moon- 
light view  of  the  churchyard  to  which 
Hammond  strolled.  The  mild  radiance 
of  the  orb  of  night  fell  on  tlie  grassy  tui-fs 
of  those  w^ho  had  long  been  lain  in  tlie 
grave.      Their    births,   their  lives,    tlieir 

deaths. 
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deaths,  were,  for  the  most  part,  unrecord- 
ed,  and  were  all  unknov/n,  except  in  the 
small  circle  of  that  spot. 

This  reflection  struck  the  mind  of  Ham- 
mond, and  the  words  of  Gray  were  on  his 
lips — "  Perchance  in  this  neglected  spot  is 
laid,"  kc.  and  were  repeated  by  him  on 
the  still  ear  of  night.  He  yet  remain- 
ed loitering  amongst  the  graves  of  the  de- 
parted, when,  casting  his  eyes  on  the  little 
hillock  which  covered  the  remains  of  that 
infantile  beauty  which  seemed  literally 
"  born  but  to  die,"  and  which  JNIiss  Carey 
had  found  a  melancholy  pleasure  in  dis- 
tinguishing by  its  neatness,  he  broke  out 
into  an  empassioned  apostrophe  over  it, 
altering  the  sonnet  of  Charlotte  Smith  as 
he  went  on — 

"  Oh  thou  who  skep'st,  by  hazel  bands  entwin'd,"  &c. 

<'  I  would,  sweet  infanty  that  thy  fi^te  were  mine, 

And  mine  tliy  calm  and  enviable  rest; 

For  then  no  more  by  human  ills  opprest,**  5:c. 

A  footfaU 
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A  footfall  was  heard  in  the  churchyard 
— a  rustic  approached,  but  Hammond 
heard  him  not;  and  with  the  pale  dread 
of  fear,  the  rustic  listened  to  an  invocation 
which  he  could  not  understand,  and  looked 
at  a  figure  which  was  so  commanding,  so 
wild,  so  m3'sterious. 

The  gate  of  the  churchyard  fell — ano- 
ther foot  moved  over-  the  paved  walk ;  it 
was  not  the  peasant's  "  clouted  shoon" — it 
was  that  of  Mr.  Stanford  himself,  ^vho  had 
been  Visiting  a  sick  parishioner,  and  was 
returning  to  his  parsonage.  On  seeing 
him  the  rustic  discontinued  his  Ustening 
attitude ;  he  walked  from  the  turf  to  the 
path,  and  joined  jNIr.  Stanford  with  a  re- 
spectful bow — '^  I  vras  a  bit  startJish  just 
now,  sir,"  said  he,  "  hstening  to  that  there 
gentleman.  At  first  I  did  not  well  know 
what  to  make  of  him ;  but  now  I  think  of 
it  again,  I  heard  butcher  Allen  say  to-day, 
as  how  there  was  what  they  call  a  man  o' 
many  senses  come  down  from  London  to 

VOL.  II.  I  the 
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the  lady  who  hves  in  *  the  House  that 
Jack  built ;'  and  I  be  right  certain  that  be 
he,  for  he  do  talk  so,  and  seemingly  do 
go  on,  as  I  never  heard  a  mortal  go — no, 
not  you  yourself,  sir,  even  in  the  pulpit." 

"  Very  Hkely,"  said  Mr.  Stanford,  still 
pursuing  his  way. 

"  I  asked  butcher  Allen,"  said  the  man, 
whose  loquacity  seemed  to  have  increased, 
as  his  fear^  had  diminished,  by  the  presence 
of  My,  Stanford — "  I  asked  butcher  Allen 
the  meaning  of  *  a  7}ia7i  o'  many  senses^'  and 
he  told  me  'twas  one  as  could  do  what 
others  could  not ;  and  I  dare  to  say  this  be 
he,  for  he's  now  standing  without  any  hat 
upon  his  bare  head,  and  I'm  telling  you 
the  truth,  sir,  in  this  sharp  niglit." 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Mr.  Stanford. 

The  rustic  bowed,  and  went  off  through 
the  gate  to  his  cottage. 

Mr.  Stanford  turned  short  round  again, 
and  walked  to  the  spot  where  the  fine 
figure  of  Hammond  was  still  discernible. 

He 
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He  stood  as  if  in  a  musing  posture ;  his 
striking  countenance  was  raised  towards 
the  moon — the  faint  silvery  light  gleamed 
on  it ;  his  dark  hair  played  round  his  fore- 
head. 

"  What  a  melancholy — what  an  inte- 
resting spectacle !"  thought  Stanford ; "  poor 
creature !  unhappy  young  man !  whoever 
he  is,  his  mind  must  be  disordered."  He 
approached  him — "  Sir,"  said  he,  "  excuse 
my  freedom,  but  this  is  a  chill  air,  and 
you  are  quite  exposed." 

Hammond  started,  and  bowing,  said — > 
*•  You  are  kindly  considerate,  sir;  but  I 
am  not  apprehensive  of  danger." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  said  Mr.  Stanford;  "but 
suffer  me  to  look  for  your  hat — you  pro- 
bably threw  it  off  near  this  tomb  ?" 

"  Xo,  sir,"  said  Hammond,  putting  his 
hand  to  his  head,  for  the  ftrst  time  recol- 
lecting that  he  was  without  it ;  "  I  thought 
I  had  it — I  mean  I  did  not  think  about 
it — for,  to  say  the  truth,  I  believe  I  did 

1 2  not 
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not  put  it  on  when  I  came  out;  I  fre- 
quently walk  without  a  hat — I  am  apt  to 
have  a  throbbing,  a  burning  temple." 

Every  feeUng  which  could  do  honour 
to  human  nature,  every  Christian  grace, 
had  a  place  in  the  breast  of  Stanford.  He 
had  nothing  of  romance — very  Uttle  o£ 
enthusiasm  in  his  otv?i  composition,  but 
he  did  not  look  down  on  those  who  had. 
He  instantly  saw  that  Hammond  was  not 
a  common  character — ^that  his  mind  was 
lofty,  though  disturbed.  He  did  not  leave 
him — "  JVIav  I  ask  if  vou  are  not  the  f^en- 
tleman  who  is  lately  come  to  reside  with 
Mrs.  Desmond  ?  I'n  a  country  parish  like 
this  we  hear  every  thing,  and  not  a  single 
heing  can  come  or  go  without  remark." 

"  I  leave  x.Irs.  Desmond  to-morrow 
morning,"  said  Hammond,  in  a  tone  which 
seemed  to  repel  all  further  conversation, 
as  he  moved  towards  me. 

Mr.  Stanford  would  not  have  intruded 
PD  a  lord  or  a  duke,  but  Hammond  was 

evidently 
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'evidently  in  distress  of  mind — he  was  go- 
ing to  leave  the  country  in  the  morning 
— he  appeared  forlorn  and  wretched  !  He 
walked  quickly  after  him — "  I  will  ac- 
company you  back,"  said  he;  "  my  pro- 
fessional en2:acremeiits  have  made  me  a 
stranger  at  Mrs.  Desmond's,  and  I  am 
sorry  that  I  have  not  been  introduced  to 
you  before.  But  v/hy  do  you  leave  us  so 
soon  ?" 

"  Because  I  cannot  frame  my  mind  to 
the  servility  of  that  situation,"  said  Ham- 
mond ;  "  because ^" 

"  Aj^e,  aye,  I  feared  it  would  be  so," 
said  Mr.  Stanford,  more  and  more  inte- 
rested, as  lie^bbserved  the  gentlemanly  de- 
meanour and  dignified  manner  of  Ham- 
mond ;  "  but  unless  you  have  any  thing 
better  in  view,  why  run  away  immedi- 
ately ?" 

Hammond  threw  out  his  arms  expres- 
sively, saying — 

J  3  "The 
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**  The  world  is  all  before  mr,  where  to  cboose 
M^'  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  nts/  guide." 

"  You  speak  poetry — I  speak  prose,"* 
said  Mr.  Stanford.  "  Providence  is  our 
guide,  but  our  ov/n  reason  and  best  en- 
deavours must  be  used;  we  are  not  to 
slight  the  maxims  of  prudence,  or  to  throw 
av/ay  the  opportunities  which  may  be  of- 
fered us  of  assistincr  ourselves.  Though 
Mrs.  Desmond's  situation  may  not  be 
suited  to  you,  which,  to  say  the  truth,  I 
see  it  is  not,  yet  I  belieV'e  she  has  suffi- 
cient interest  to  be  able  to  recommend 
you  to  persons  who  might  serve  you  essen- 
tially ;  do  not  then  leave  lier  so  precipi- 
tately, and  thus  injure  your  future  pro- 
spects." 

"  Precipitately  !"  and  Hammond  turned 
full  round  on  T^Ir.  Stanford ;  "  heavens 
and  earth!  I  have  been  there  a  rceeic,  sir! 
yes,  a  whole  week !  believe  me,  I  can 
scarcely  credit  the  evidence  of  my  own 

senses. 
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senses*  Yes,  one  whole  week  I  have  de- 
graded myself — I  have  imprisoned  my 
miud,  enchained  it,  held  it  in  *  durance 
vile,'  while  that  foolish  and  contemptible 
w^oman  has  been  pouring  out  nonsense 
that  would " 

He  paused — a  frov^Ti  crumpled  his  brow, 
while  the  low,  clear  whistle  which  I  had 
frequently  remarked,  thrilled  through  the 
ear  of  Stanford,  as  it  was  hfted  on  the 
evening  breeze. 

"  We  cannot  always  expect  to  meet 
"with  equal  minds  or  congenial  sentimentj 
in  our  associates,"  said  Stanford. 

"  Equal  r  repeated  Hammond,  and  his 
chest  seemed  to  expand  with  an  emotion 
of  conscious  superiority ;  "  but  such  a  sla- 
very as  that  required  in  the  house  before 
us ! — I  could  be  a  gardener,"  said  he;  "  these 
hands  could  till  the  ground;  my  mind 
would  still  be  free — I  could  still  see  the 
beauties  of  creation — I  could  still  have 
iiberty  to  tjimk.  There  is  nothing  degrad- 

1 4)  ing 
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ing  in  such  an  employment ;  but  to  flatted, 
to  copy,  to  indite  for " 

He  whistled  again ;  and  not  a  word 
more  was  uttered  on  either  side  till  they 
arrived  at  my  door. 

Mrs.  Desmond  received  them  with  her 
accustomed  politeness  and  affectation.  Mr. 
Stanford  took  his  seat  near  her ;  but  Ham- 
mond (though  as  if  he  scarcely  knew  what 
he  was  about)  drew  a  chair  close  to  the 
fire,  and  shivering,  placed  himself  in  it, 
putting  his  feet  on  the  fender. 

"  I  have  met  with  a  xiGHT-errant  in  the 
churchyard,  jMrs.  Desmond,"  said  Stan- 
ford ;  "  but  as  you  are  at  present  the  lady 
whose  allegiance  he  owns,  why  do  you 
not  issue  your  commands  upon  him,  and 
make  him  conform  a  little  to  the  rules  of 
common  life? — a  hat,  for  instance,  is  no  bad 
substitute  for  a  helmet." 

"  I  do  not  take  upon  me  to  issue  com- 
mands^ sir,"  said  IMrs.  Desmond ;  '•'  and  if 
I  did,  they  would  be  unavailing,  it  seems. 

Mr, 
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Mr.  Hammond  is  leaving  me  to-mor- 
row." 

"  So  I  find,  madam,  for  I  have  been 
somewhat  curious  during  our  short  inter- 
view," replied  Mr.  Stanford ;  "  but  as  it 
was  an  extraordinary  meeting,  and  as  this 
seems  an  extraordinary  young  man,  I  did 
not  attend  to  the  commonplace  forms  of 
ceremony  and  etiquette ;  and  I  was  think- 
ing whether  we  might  not  still  be  able  to 
strike  out  something " 

"What,  the  epic?"  asked  Mrs.  Des- 
mond, eagerly;  "  then  he  will  go  on  with 
my  epic  ?" 

*'  Oh,  no,  no,  madam  !"  said  Hammond, 
rising,  and  standing  erect  in  the  room; 
•*  never !" 

"  You  are  both  so  quick,  and  start  off 
with  such  a  noli-me-ta?i^ere,  that  you  leave 
no  opportimity  for  a  prosing,  methodical 
man  like  myself  to  give  you  his  meaning," 
said  Stanford,  "  I  was  thinking  whether 
you,  madam,  might  not  be  aUe  to  recora- 

1 5  mend 
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mend  this  young  gentleman  to  a  situation 
in  some  other  family,  which  might  be 
more  suited  to  his — his — " 

Stanford  was  at  a  loss  for  a  w^oi'd,  I  could 
plainly  perceive ;  for  he  did  not  know  how 
to  close  the  period  without  hurting  the 
vanity  of  the  lady,  or  the  pride  of  the 
gentleman ;  but  he  was  saved  the  trouble. 
Hammond  still  stood  before  JMrs.  Des- 
mond— she  was  contemplating  his  figure 
between  her  half-closed  eyes  for  a  full  mi- 
Biite,  and  then  Siiid — "  You  are  surely  a 
good  walker,  Mr.  Hammond ;  we  will  set 
you  up  for  a  pedestrian.'" 

^  I  thank  you,"  said  Hammond,  dryly ; 
"  that  is  easily  done,"  looking  at  his  feet; 
"  a  strong  pair  of  shoes  does  that  business, 
I  believe." 

**  Nonsense,  nonsense !"  said  Mrs.  Des- 
isflondt;  "as  I  have  told  you  before,  Ham- 
mond, for  a  poetical  character,  I  nev^ 
knew  any  one  who  stuck  so  closely  to  a 
literal  meaning." 

''  That 
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^'  That  is  no  bad  recommendation,  in  my 
opinion,"  said  Stanford. 

"  Oh,  it  may  do  very  well  in  your  pro- 
fession, that  sticking  close  to  the  text^ 
said  Mrs,  Desmond,  sarcastically ;  "  but 
for  conversation,  for  poetry,  for  imagina- 
tion, for  genius '' 

"  You  were  speaking  of  xvalking,  I 
think,  madam." 

"  True,  I  was.  You  inust  know,  then, 
that  pcdestrianism  is  now  become  the  rage 
— the  all-impelling  mania  of  the  day;  and 
I  have  this  moment  had  a  letter  from  a 
friend  on  the  subject — ^but,  stay,  I  will 
just  read  you  what  she  says,"  taking  out  a 
letter  from  her  ridicule,  and  reading  as 
follows : — 

"  In  short,  dearest  Desmond,  nothing  is 
to  be  done — nothing  can  be  done  without 
a  walker.  In  vain  shall  I  issue  my  cards, 
and  give  breakfasts  to  all  my  acquaintance, 
for  they  will  be  engaged  in  watching  the 
progress  of  some  fresh-started  pedestrian 

1 6  liera 


180   THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS. 

hero.  The  men  are  absolutely  all  of  them 
infected  with  this  moving  madness ;  and 
as  it  has  succeeded  to  boxing-matches, 
which  the  w^omen  could  not  very  well  at- 
tend, and  as  there  exists  no  reason  for  their 
not  looking  on  at  this,  I  foresee  that  I 
shall  not  pick  up  a  single  soul  on  the 
walks  this  season,  unless  I  can  contrive  to 
bring  myself  into  notoriety  by  following 
the  fashion,  and  giving  it  a  fresh  impetus^ 
What  say  you,  dearest  Desmond,  to  my 
becoming  the  *  patroness  of  pedestrians  ?' 
surely  it  sounds  well,  and  will  look  well 
in  print.  Now  attend — I  have  digested 
a  plan  in  my  head,  and  merely  want  your 
assistance.  I  have  taken  a  sweet  cottage 
ornee  at  Cheltenham  for  the  season ;  but 
I  am  sure  I  shall  never  get  rid  of  my  bile, 
unless  I  can  do  something  to  be  talked  of. 
Now,  bless  you !  don't  breathe  a  syllable 
of  my  intention — but  '  pedestrian  break- 
fasts' will  be  a  new  species  of  amusement. 
My  window^s,  treUissed  round,  will  open 

on 
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on  a  carpet  of  verdant  turf.  The  little 
pleasure-ground  is  laid  out  with  a  lawn 
before  belted  with  shrubs ;  a  semicircular 
walk  of  gravel  surrounds  the  belt,  which 
forms  the  back  of  the  walk — the  lawn  the 
foreground.  From  the  lawn  or  the  win- 
dows  the  company  may  view  the  pedes- 
trian hero  as  he  paces  the  gravel — probably 
they  may  remain  from  one  till  five  o'clock 
of  Avhat  is  called  the  forenoon ;  during 
that  time  the  pedestrian  may  walk,  ac- 
cording to  the  pi'esent  estimate,  nearly 
fifty  miles ;  but  as  the  scale  is  daily  in- 
creasing, there  is  no  knowing  what  may 
be  high-water  mark  (pardon  the  expres- 
sion) ere  a  few  months  have  passed  over 
our  heads.  But  every  thing  else  has  been 
exhausted.  Of  private  theatricals — of 
masquerading — of  racing — of  gambling — 
of  waltzing,  we  are  fairly  sickened  with 
repletion.  The  more  we  fall  back  to 
simple  amusements,  the  greater  is  the  re- 
lish we  experience — witness  the  avidity 

with 
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with  which  all  our  young  fellows  of  fa- 
shion jump  upon  a  coach-box,  and  attend 
the  contesting  pugilists.  I  am  sure  my 
J)lan  will  tctli^e — the  men  will  bet — the  wo- 
men will  be  interested — and  provided  the 
pedestrian  be  j^oung  and  handsome,  some- 
thing very  pathetic  may  be  brought  out 
of  refreshitig  him,  and  plying  him  with 
handkerchiefs,  smelling-bottles,  fans,  &:c. 
like  the  refreshment  afforded  to  a  turtle, 
by  applying  damp  napkins  to  its  eyes. 
Desmond,  I  am  quite  in  a  fever  at  the 
idea,  for  it  is  truly  '  nouvelle,'  I  am  sure, 
at  present.  If  another  should  start  the 
same,  and  forestall  me,  I  should  go  wild. 
But  it  will  be  of  no  use  to  blazon  it  about 
till  the  weather  is  fit  for  al-frescb  exhibi- 
tions (and  to  be  sure  this  is  the  most 
tardy,  i^Tigenial  spring),  nor  till  I  have 
found  a " 

"  Turnspit !"  whispered  Hammond,  but 
only  Stanford  heard  Lim. 

Mrs.  Desmond  procctded- — "  Nor  till  I 

have 
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have  found  a  proper  person  to  perform  to 
the  company — in  this  yon  must  assist  me, 
dearest  Desmond.  I  have  been  told  that 
even  the  peasants  of  your  neiglibourhood 
are  tall  and  well  formed — my  pedestrian 
must  be  six  feet  high — mind  that — I  can- 
not suffer  him  an  incli  imder.  Perhaps 
you  might  meet  with  some  youth  who 
has  been  trained  to  arms,  and  v.ho  has 
novf  laid  by  the  sword= — some  reduced 
lieutenant  on  half-pay,  who  would  be 
glad  of  an  opportunity  of  exhibiting  him- 
self, and  being  talked  of  He  will  be 
sure  of  being  well  paid ;  but  let  liim  be 
handsome,  interesting,  and  of  *  an  atli- 
letic  make.  Find  me  out  one  to  suit  my 
purpose,  and  you  vrill  eternally  oblige 
me.  As  the  men  .say  to  the  master  of  the 
♦ceremonies,  before  tliey  will  venture  to 
■acc*ept  the  proffered  partner — '  Trot  her 
up  the  room,  that  I  may  look  at  her,'  so  I 
-say  to  you,  kindest  Desmond — '  Trot  him 
over  to  Cheltenham,  that  I  may  see  him." 

Mr, 
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INIr.  Stanford  looked  seriously,  almost 
fearfully  round,  as  Mrs.  Desmond  folded 
up  this  delectable  epistle. 

Hammond  had  seated  himself — his  eyes 
were  fixed  on  the  fire.  He  first  whistled, 
then  laughed — it  was  a  wild,  a  discordant 
laugh.  He  stood  erect  before  Mrs.  Des- 
mond— a  deep  flush  lighted  up  his  fea- 
tures— "  I  have  stared  adversity  out  of 
countenance,"  said  he ;  "  I  can  look  on 
unappalled  w^hile  I  respect  myself.  Ma- 
dam, you  do  not  know  me.  What !  chain 
up  all  my  faculties — all  that  distinguishes 
me  fi-om  the  brute — every  spark  of  that 
*  divinity  which  stirs  within'  me,  and  de- 
grade myself  to  the  standard  c^  the  beast 
of  the  field — exhibit  my  strength  ofjbot 
to  a  gazing,  senseless  multitude — make 
myself  a  public  spectacle — be  yet  outdone 
by  every  mongrel  dog  or  menial  ci/^r !  Is 
it  not  as  if  man  were  to  deny  his  heavenly 
origin,  if  he  thus  voluntarily  descends  to 
a  comparison  wdth  the  brutes  that  perish  ? 

On« 
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One  would  indeed  think  that  this  ncas  *  a 
world  without  souls,'  and  that  every  thing 
depended  upon  locomotion.  But  I  beg 
your  pardon  for  talking  seriously  of  what 
you  probably  meant  in  joke — *  He  jests  at 
scars  who  never  felt  a  wound.'  Ah,  madam ! 
you  can  have  no  idea  of  the  feverish  irrita- 
tion of  such  a  brain  as  this  !"  and  he  press- 
ed his  hand  firmly  on  his  temple,  bowed 
respectfully  to  Stanford,  and  speedily  re- 
gained his  own  apartment. 

Too  much  hurt  at  the  evident  distress 
of  Hammond,  and  disgusted  with  the  folly 
and  unfeelino;  levitv  of  Mrs.  Desmond,  to 
remain  longer,  Stanford  also  took  his  leave; 
but  he  determined  to  make  another  effort 
for  Hammond  in  the  moniing,  and,  if 
possible,  to  see  him  alone. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 


^#4^^^4^^<r#>«#<#« 


I  WAS  the  only  witness  of  Hammond's 
«onduct  during  the  rest  of  this  night — 
and  what  a  night  did  he  pass !  for  some 
hours  he  walked  to  and  fro  the  r6om, 
without  the  least  pause,  as  if  he  were 
really  practising  in  order  to  fit  himself 
for  the  pedestrian  expedition  which  Mrs. 
Desmond  had  recommended.  Alas !  Jie 
thoutrht  not  of  that!  his  hands  were  hold- 
ing  his  temples ;  but  vain  and  powerless 
were  they,  if  they  were  intended  to  still 
the  agonizing  beat  within. 

He  did  not  go  to  bed  till  the  morning 
had  dawned — then  a  cold  shiver  v»^as  suc- 
ceeded by  a  raging  fever ;  and  when  Mr. 
Stanford  visited  hun  in  the  forenoon  of  that 

day. 
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day,  he  found  him  extended  on  the  bed, 
with  a  pulse  that  appeared  to  be  gallop- 
ing him  apace  to  the  close  of  his  misery. 

The  benevolent  lieart,  the  truly-Chris- 
tian spirit  of  Stanford,  would  not  permit 
him  to  witness  such  a  scene  as  this,  with- 
out feeling  the  deepest  commiseration; 
and  to  commiserate  was  with  him  to  assist 
— "  Something,"  thought  he,  "  must  be 
done  for  this  poor  young  man  witliout 
loss  of  time.  He  must  not  die — alas !  is 
such  a  proud — ^such  a  turbident  spirit  fitted 
for  death  ?" 

The  good  pastor  shuddered — he  looked 
once  ^gain  on  the  fine  figure  thus  cut 
down  ill  an  hour,  and  went  to  the  room 
where  IMrs.  Desmond  was  sittino; — *•  Good 
mornino'  to  vou,  madam  !" 

The  lady  was  writing — "  I  was  making 
a  few  notes  for  my  epic,"  said  she,  start- 
ing ;  "  and  as  the  servant  did  not  announce 
you,  I  protest  I  did  not  know  of  your  ap- 
proach," 

"  Thi^ 
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"  This  is  no  season  for  ceremony,"  said 
Stanford ;  "  I  am  come  from  Mr.  Ham- 
mond's apartment." 

"  AYell,  sir,  and  have  you  brought  him 
to  reason  ?  will  lie  go  on  with  the  epic  ?" 

"  Alas !  I  wish  he  could  hear  reason, 
madam." 

"  That  is  just  what  I  say,  sir;  he  is  such 
a  mighty  conihustible  gentleman,  that  I 
dare  not  speak  to  him." 

"  Hear  me,  madam,"  said  Stanford,  in 
an  imperative  tone  and  manner.  "  The 
poor  youth  above  stairs  is  at  tliis  moment 
devoid  of  reason ;  he  is  extended  on  the 
bed,  in  the  severe  paroxysm  of  what  I 
should  conceive  to  be  a  fever  of  a  very 
serious  aspect.  I  thought  it  right  to  in- 
form you  of  this ;  but  I  am  instantly  go- 
ing for  Mr.  Sutton,  and  shall  return  v  ith 
him,  and  may  then  be  able  to  give  you  a 
more  decided  opinion." 

Mrs.  Desmond  started,  and  turned  pale 
— the  notes  of  the  epic  fell  from  her  hands 

— "  A  fever ! 
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— "  A  fever  I  good  Heavens,  how  unfor- 
tunate !  hovs^  could  ^"^^eldon  think  of  send- 
ing me  a  diseased  wretch  hke  this  ?  Stop 
a  minute — pray  do  not  go,  ]\Ir.  Stanford! 
advise  me — tell  me  how  to  act.  Will 
they  not  take  him  in  at  the  poor-house  ? 
I  dare  not  keep  him  here,  for  I  will  ven- 
ture my  whole  fortune  that  he  infects  us 
all.  Was  ever  any  thing  so  unfortunate  ? 
I  must  send  him  away — do  assist  me.*' 

"  Not  in  such  an  act  of  cruel tv,  cer- 
tainly,"  said  JNIr.  Stanford.  "  Madam y 
would  you  expose  a  poor  wretch  to  such 
danger  ?  would  you  be  guilty  of  such  in- 
humanity ?" 

"  Why,  dear  me,  if  he  is  in  a  fever,  as 
you  say  he  is,  the  cool  air  will  feel  com- 
fortable to  him." 

"  Cold  comfort  will  he  get  from  you  P 
thought  Stanford,  but  he  xvoidd  hear  no 
more ;  he  set  off,  and  what  confusion  fol- 
lov/ed  his  exit ! 

3Irs.  Desmond  pulled  the  bell ;  and  ere 

Wilson 


190       THE  REVEALEU  OF  SECRETS. 

Wilson  could  come,  again  had  it  sounded, 
and  already  had  she  opened  the  door— 
"  Send  Leeson  to  me — get  a  chaise  in- 
stantly— bum  brown  paper — pack  up — 
get  me  some  camphor — that  wretch  above 
stairs  is  stark  mad,  raving  in  a  malignant 
fever — not  one  of  you  go  near  him — I 
am  sure,  if  it  is  not  jmtrid,  it  is  Jiighly 
infectious ;  and  I  have  every  reason  to 
think  that  this  is  an  unwholesome  atmo- 
sphere ;  to  be  sure,  I  must  be  possessed 
ever  to  think  of  coming  to  this  place. 
Send  for  Browning — I  wdll  pay  him  some- 
thing handsome  for  the  time  I  have  staid, 
and  will  then  be  off  for  Cheltenham." 

"  Aye,  pray  do,  ma'am,"  said  Leeson ; 
"  for,  to  be  sure,  while  we  stay  here,  'tis 
like  beinff  at  death's  door,  as  one  mav  say. 
And  there's  the  old  woman  that  died  this 
morning,  down  by  the  Severn — they  may 
say  what  they  v/ill  about  rheumatism, 
and  old  age,  and  what  they  like ;  but  as 
sure  as  we  stand  here,  'tis  the  very  /^  iden- 
tical 
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tical  fever,  and  'tis  a  disorder  as  is  in  the 
air." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so,  Leeson?" 
said  Mrs.  Desmond,  and  she  gathered  her 
veil  roimd  her  mouth  and  nose — the  epic 
was  forgotten  in  the  dread  of  the  cpi- 
demic. 

Before  IMr.  Stanford  arrived  with  the 
rpothecary,  the  lady  was  gone.  The  ser- 
vants who  were  left,  full  of  revelry  and 
riot,  were  packing  up,  and  tumbling  about 
the  luggage,  with  no  more  concern  for 
Hammond  than  if  he  had  not  been  in  the 
house,  all  eager  to  get  away  from  what 
they  declared  to  be  the  most  dead-alroe 
place  they  ever  saw,  and  the  meanest, 
most  disagree  ablest  house  that  they  ever 
stepped  foot  into. 

I  cannot  say  but  that  my  feelings  were 
wounded  by  the  harsh  treatment  I  re- 
ceived ;  and  many  a  rehound  did  I  give — 
**  let  the  galled  jade  wince" — as  the  trunks 
and  portmanteaux  were  being  thrown  over 
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my  floors,  and  tumbled  down  my  stairs.  - 
Their  sounds  reverberated   even   to  the 
attic  of  Hammond ;  but,  poor  fellow  !  he 
heeded  it  not. 

Casting  a  look  of  cool  severity  on  the 
unprincipled  menials  of  a  vain  and  way- 
w^ard  mistress,  Stanford  preceded  ]\Ir, 
Sutton  to  the  chamber  of  Hammond — he 
was  quiet  and  still.  A  severe  raving  fit 
had  been  succeeded  by  torpid  insensibility. 

Mr.  Sutton  felt  his  pulse ;  and  after  ex- 
amining his  appearance  for  some  time,  he 
told  IMr.  Stanford  that  he  perfectly  agreed 
with  him  as  to  the  severity  of  the  seizure 
— "  Which  appears  to  me,"  continued  he, 
"  to  have  been  occasioned  by  debility  of 
body  and  agitation  of  m.ind." 

Mr.  Stanford  chimed  in  w^ith  this  opi- 
nion, giving  Sutton  an  account  of  their 
meeting  in  the  churchyard  the  preceding 


evening. 


"  Aye,  aye,  this  is  a  gejiius  /"  said  Sut- 
ton, shaking  his  head. 

''  What 
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"  What  an  unfortunate  title  is  that  fre- 
quently found !"  replied  Stanford ;  "  it  is 
indeed  a  x^retched  designation ;  and  here 
I  fancy  we  behold  a  melancholy  instance 
of  it ;  *  of  time  misplaced,  of  talents  mis- 
applied !'  for  if  our  time  and  our  talents 
are  not  devoted  to  useful  and  beneficial 
purposes,  of  what  value  are  they  ?  You, 
my  good  neighbour,  will  be  doing  a  work 
of  real  good,  if  you  can  restore  this  young 
man  to  life." 

"  And  you  a  greater^  if  you  can  after- 
wards restore  him  to  hiniself,"  said  Sutton^ 
who  quietly  took  up  his  hat,  and  walked 
away  to  give  the  necessary  orders  in  his 
dispensary,  wliile  Mr.  Stanford  v/aited  for 
the  village  nurse,  who  was  always  prompt 
in  attendance,  but  more  especially  when 
summoned  by  her  good  pastor. 

Bridget  Dawkins  had  numbered  more 
than  sixty  years,  and  was  a  very  neat,  ac- 
tive, and  vigilant  attendant  in  cases  of 
sickness.     She  was  an  honest,  well-mean-- 

VOL.  II.  K  ing 
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ing  creature,  and  had  not  the  mercenary 
d'snosition  which  ffenerallv  attaches  to  the 
hirelinsT  nurse:  she  was  o-ood-humoured 
and  vohible,  Imt  her  feehngs  were  ren- 
dered rath.er  obtuse  from  tlie  nature  of  her 
office:  where  the  "  silent  doctor  would 
shake  his  head,"  Bridget  Avoukl  frequently 
<;ay  to  a  hv-stander — *'  Poor  soul !  she'll 
go  off  at  the  turn  of  the  night,"  never  re- 
collecting that  she  might,  by  such  a  speech, 
precipitate  the  event  which  siie  could  so 
accurately  compute.  She  discerned  the 
signs  and  svmptoms  of  death  and  of  reco- 
very, not  from  the  countenance  of  the  pa- 
tient, neither  from  the  changes  of  the  dis- 
ease, but  from  those  tokens  in  tlie  fire  and 
in  the  candle,  or  in  the  air — those  sounds 
which  never  failed  her. 

Mr.  Stanford  liad  found  it  in  vain  to 
cure  her  of  her  local  superstitions ;  they 
had  **  grown  with  her  growth,  and 
strenu'thened  with  her  stren^j-th;"  and 
they  seemed   more   lively  and  vigorous, 

while 
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while  she  who  entertamed  them  was  going 
into  decadence, 

Bridget  took  her  station  at  the  bedside 
of  Hammond;  Mrs.  Stanford  sent  a  girl 
from  the  village  to  render  her  any  assis- 
tance she  wanted,  and  to  be  her  compa- 
nion in  the  house ;  and  Mrs.  Stanford  soon 
entered  the  sick  room  herself)  laden  with 
those  simple  liquids  which  Sutton  had  re- 
commended as  the  vehicles  of  his  medi- 
cines. ^Irs.  Stanford's  benign  countenance 
was  full  of  compassicm  as  she  contemplated 
the  motionless  form  of  Hammond — "Away 
from  all  his  friends,"  said  she,  '*  a  stranger 
and  forlorn,  how  providential  that  he  came 
here — that  he  came  to  the  parish  of  Mr. 
Stanford !" 

"  Aye,  madam,"  said  old  Bridget,  in 
one  of  her  loud  whispers,  *''  and  how  sorry 
!Miss  Carev  will  be  to  hear  tell  of  it,  and 
to  think  of  madam  Dismal's  going  away, 
and  leaving  of  the  gentleman !  Miss  Carey 
wouldn't   have   done   so,  I  warrant  her. 

K  2  No, 
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Xo,  no,  the  lady  as  was  nursed  here  by 
lier,  and  the  poor  baby  in  the  churcliyai'd, 
will  tell  another  guess  matter  to  that.'* 

Mrs.  Stanford  had  taken  a  seat,  and 
was  lost  in  reflection  as  she  listened  to  the 
short  catches  of  Hammond's  breath. 

Bridget  Dawkins  was  sitting  als^  in  a 
low  seat,  her  sallow  arms  nearly  resting 
upon  her  knees;  she  went  on  with  her 
monologue,  in  that  loud  whisper  which 
had  become  a  more  natural  method  of 
speaking  to  her,  from  long  use,  than  the 
full  intonation  of  her  voice ;  from  the  still- 
ness of  Mrs.  Stanford,  she  imagined  that 
she  had  an  attentive  hearer ;  but  /  only 
heard  my  own  name — /  only  was  the  lis- 
tener; and  thus  I  proved  the  truth  of  the 
old  proverb,  that  "  listeners  hear  no  good 
of  themselves."  My  readers  must  pardon 
this  7'us'tic  allusion  ;  my  rules  of  architec- 
iure  were  not  derived  from  lord  Chester- 
field. 

"  'Tis  no  use  saying  a  word  about  it," 

said 
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said  Bridget,  '*  for  this  was  always  an  un- 
lucky house;  it  seemed  to  be  overlooked^ 
from  tlie  very  beginning,  and  so  it  "vvill 
continny,  I'll  venture  to  say;  and  who 
can  expect  it  to  be  any  otherways,  when 
they  do  consider  of  the  thing  ?  I  mind  it 
as  th'ough  'twas  but  yesterday,  how  the 
folks  were  all  gathered  together  to  see 
Jack,  as  they  did  call  him,  hang'd  up  at 
his  own  chimney  top;  and  then,  to  be 
sure,  what  a  night  it  was  before  that  dis- 
mal morning !  I  was  sure  certain  as  some- 
thing or  other  would  come  of  it :  and  then 
again,  you  see,  there  was  that  fine  madam 
as  came  down  here  along  with  the  young 
squire,  I've  heard  em  say  as  she  cou'd 
never  abide  to  stay  a  minute  by  herself  in 
the  dark;  I  wonder  how  such  a  one  as 
she  coidd  come  to  such  an  unco'd  place  as 
tliis  at  all,  for  my  part :  and  ^Jr.  Prune, 

K  3  his 

*  An  expression  used  in  the  western  coan'ies,  when 
persons  or  things  ure  supposed  lo  be  under  the  inSuenue  of 
witchcrwfu 
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his  very  own  self,  why  you  see  he  didn't 
care  for  to  stay ;  and  the  poor  httle  baby 
too  that  died  all  in  a  minute.  Oh,  'tis  an 
unlucky  house,  and  as  surely  overlooked 
as  I  sit  here !  I  see'd  four  magpies  fly 
ov^er  it  only  one  little  hour  before  the 
breath  fled  from  the  cliild.  And  Miss 
Carey  somehow,  good  as  slie  be,  lias  not 
been  well ;  I  hope  to  my  heart  she'll  come 
back  again,  for  she  x<cill  be  a  loss;  but 
'twas  but  the  very  day  as  she  w  ent  away 
that  there  came  out  somewhat  from  ^lary 
Stevens's  Are,  as  I  was  sitting  by  it ;  now, 
^vhether  'twas  a  cojfin  or  a  cradle  I  can't 
be  positive  no  how ;  but  to  be  sure  Mary's 
daughter  was  put  to  bed  the  week  after, 
and  so  it  might  have  been  that." 

Nurse  Bridget  was  now  beckoned  to  the 
side  of  the  bed  by  Mrs.  Stanford ;  it  was 
time  for  the  patient  to  take  his  medicine ; 
he  suffered  it  to  be  poured  down  his  throat, 
and  relapsed  into  his  previous  state  of  tor- 
pidity, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Stanford  returned  home,  having 
given  repeated  charges  of  care  and  atten- 
tion to  Bridget. 

During  several  days  the  Kfe  of  Ham- 
mond seemed  to  hang  on  "  the  spider's 
most  attenuated  thread ;"  hut  the  skill  of 
Sutton,  and  the  watchful  kindness  of  the 
Stanfords,  were  at  length  rewarded.  The 
crisis  of  the  disorder  arrived,  and  it  took 
a  favourable  turn :  much  was  there  yet  to 
be  done,  but  patience  and  perseverance 
achieve  wonders. 

The  irritation  of  Hammond's  nerves 
had  a  little  subsided,  but  his  feelings  re- 
mained in  full  flow,  and  the  big  drop 
often  stood  in  his  dark  eyei,  as  he  watclied 
the  form  of  Mrs.  Stanford  gently  gliding 
about  the  room ;  she  appeared  to  him  as  a 
ministering  angel  of  that  great  Being  who 
had  preserved  his  life. 

No  conversation,  but  upon  indifferent 
subjects,  was  suffered  by  jNIr.  Sutton  for 
many    days ;    but   when   Hammond  was 

K  4  able 
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able  to  sit  vip,  his  friends  from  the  par- 
sonage came  to  congratulate  him  npoli 
his  recovery,  and  took  their  tea  with  him 
in  the  outer  apartment,  which  had  been^ 
appropriated  to  him  by  Mrs.  Desmond, 
old  Bridget  acting  on  this  occasion  -  more 
in  the  capacity  of  a  footman  than  a  nurse. 

To  the  overpowering  expressions  of  gra- 
titude which  were  trembling  on  the  lips 
of  Hanimond,  the  Stanfords  would  not 
listen — "  We  have  done  what  was  required 
of  us — merely  that,"  would  the  rector  say ; 
"  all  that  is  necessary  on  your  part  is  to 
consider  the  value  of  the  blessing  which 
has  been  restored  to  you.  No  sceptical 
shake  of  the  head !  it  is  a  blessing,  Ham- 
mond ;  and  if  you  have  not  found  it  one 
hitherto,  there  must  have  been  something 
defective  in  your  construction;  perhaps 
you  have  fancied  that  the  world  has  not 
treated  you  according  to  your  deserts  ?" 

Hammond  sighed  a  melancholy  assent. 

"  Ah,  this  is  the  error  of  us  all !  but 

what 
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what  are  our  deserts?  This  question, 
fairly  and  dispassionately  answered,  would 
speak  volumes.  You  must  tell  me  your 
whole  story,  without  extenuation;  not 
to-night — to-morrow  perhaps ;  I  wiU  come 
alone — no,  Martha,  not  for  that  beseeching 
countenance;  not  even  accompanied  by 
you ;  I  will  then  honestly  tell  you,  Ham- 
mond, w^here  I  think  you  have  been  fiml- 
ty." 

I  thought  the  faint  tin'^e  was  discover^ 
able  on  the  pale  cheek  of  the  invalid,  and 
that  his  bow,  as  JVIr.  Stanford  took  his 
leave,  was  stifFer  than  usual. 

And  w4iat  was  Hammond's  history? 
Alas,  reader!  it  was  too  common;  his 
fate  has  been  the  fate  of  many  ;■  his  ex- 
ample may  be  lield  up  in  "  the  House  that 
Jack  built,"  but  it  will  not  operate  as  a 
warning!  Vain  are  all  human  efforts  to 
curb  the  pride  of  intellect, 

K  5  ''  ^''^. 


202       THE  REVEALER  OF  SECIlETS. 

"  Ah,  who  cm  tell  how  liarcl  it  is  to  clirub 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar ! 

Ah,  who  can  teil  how  many  a  soul  sublim* 

Has  ftrlt  the  influence  of  nialignaut  star, 

And  wag'd  with  fortune  an  eternal  war; 

Clieck'd  by  the  scoff  of  Pride,  by  Envy's  frown, 

And  Poverty's  unconquerable  bar. 

In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pin'd  alone. 

Then  dropt  into  the  grave  unpitied  and  unknown  !" 

Hammond  was  born  in  Ireland ;  his  fa- 
tlier  had  been  a  tradesman  in  one  of  the 
northern  towns,  who  just  managed  to  de- 
rive a  maintenance,  from  his  industry,  for 
himself  and  family,  and  to  give  his  children 
a  decent  education.  James,  the  eldest 
son,  was  the  daily  scholar  of  a  priest,  who 
had  been  bred  in  the  college  of  the  Eng- 
hsh  Jesuits  at  St.Omef  s,  and  who,  without 
bigotry,  instructed  the  youth  of  all  per- 
suasions. 

Hammond's  progress,  under  the  au- 
spices of  father  oVlai-tyn,  was  far  beyond 
that  of  the  other  boys ;  he  soon  exhibited 

a  talent 
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a  talent  for  poetn-  and  composition ;  lie 
was  talked  of  as  a  wonderful  lad — extolled 
as  a  prodigy  to  his  face — spoken  of  as  a 
genius — and  almost  worshipped  at  his  own 
fireside.  What  a  dfingerous  distinction! 
The  boy  soon  believed  himself  to  be  what 
he  was  told  he  teas ;  and  instead  of  fol- 
lowing his  father's  business,  he  passed  his 
days,  when  his  education,  was  completed, 
m  strolling  about  the  fields  with  a  book 
iji  his  hand,  or  in  resigning  hiinself  to  the 
kifiuence  of  those  romantic  visions  which 
a  sanguine  imagination,  a  heated  fancy^ 
and  inflated  vanity,  raised  up  for  the  fu- 
ture; his  views  and  his  wishes  were  no 
longer  bounded  to  the  domestic  hearth  of 
his  family ;  he  no  longer  looked  upon  him- 
self as  the  sharer^  but  as  the  future  henc- 
fnct&r  oi  their  fortunes;  and  though  he 
was  conscious  that  his  fatlier  could  not 
afford  to  breed  him  to  either  of  the  pro-^ 
fessions,  yet  he  was  confident  that  his  own^ 
genius  would  prove  all-powerful ;  that  he 

K  Q  should 
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should  achieve  any  thing,  every  thing  by 
his  talents ;  and  that  they  would  raise  him 
to  fame,  to  reputation,  to  honour. 

Vain  was  it  for  his  father,  on  his  death- 
bed, to  urge  the  necessity  of  present  iu- 
d  us  try  in  an  honest  calling;  the  fevered 
vision  of  Hammond  had  long  been  fixed 
on  something  far  bej^ond  it ;  and  ere  many 
weeks  had  elapsed  from  the  death  of  his 
father,  he  left  his  family,  and  went  to 
Dublin — left  a  widov\^ed  mother,  who  re- 
quired his  assistance  and  presence — left  a 
blooming  sister,  whose  wild  and  buoyant 
spirits,  whose  opening  beauty,  required  a 
guardian  —  left  his  infant  brothers  to 
struggle  with  pi^esent  hardships,  while  he 
■^vent  to  ensure  them  protection  m  future! 
'Tis  ever  thus ;  we  feel  a  distaste  towards 
those  petty,  those  homely  duties  which 
are  within  our  reach,  and,  in  the  spirit  of 
Quixotic  achievement,  grasp  at  the  wind- 
miMs  of  our  own  imagination! 

Without  patronage,  without  connexions, 

the 
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the  Irish  metropohs  proved  a  blank  in  the 
wheel  of  fortune.  What  a  revulsion  to 
the  feelings  of  one  who  had  ensured  to 
himself  a  capital  prize  !  Hammond's  plays 
were  returned  by  the  managers  unread; 
his  poems  must  be  edited  by,  or  dedicated 
to,  a  patron  before  they  could  be  produced 
to  the  public ;  his  political  essays  were  on 
the  wrong  side  of  the  question.  While 
dancing  attendance  at  the  doors  of  book- 
sellers, and  vainly  endeavouring  to  get  in- 
troduced to  other  great  men,  there  wcare 
coifee-houses,  play-houses,  and  debating- 
houses,  still  open  to  Hammond,  who  daily 
got  more  pleased  with  society,  and  felt 
still  more  conscious  of  the  powers  of  his 
own  mind,  when  he  compared  himself  to- 
those  with  whom,  he  associated.  Pride 
still  maintained  its  empire  in  His  breast ; 
and  the  feverish  agitation  of  a  mind  which 
felt  equal  to  the  highest  pursuits,  and 
which  was  obhged  to  bend  itself  to  the 
tasK  of  the  hireling  scribbler  in  order  to 

earn 
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earn  his  daily  bread,  may  be  in  part  ima- 
gined, but  cannot  be  described. 

Two  years  saw  him  drawing  a  preca- 
rious subsistence,  and  turning  his  pen  to 
the  miscellaneous  subjects  commanded  by 
the  editor  of  a  newspaper,  till  at  lengthy 
his  patience  worn  out,,  he  applied  to  him- 
self a  passage  of  that  Diidne  Book  which 
would  have  taught  him  to  think  humbly 
of  himself,  if  he  would  have  studied  it 
properly ;  and  "  a  prophet  has  no  honour 
in  his  own  country,"  was  used  as  the 
"w  atchword  for  England ;  bu^t  first  he  re- 
turned to  take  leave  of  his  family.  Alas ! 
what  a  change !  His  mother  was  lain  in 
the  grave ;  her  death  had  been  precipitated 
by  the  elopement  of  her  daughter;  she 
had  gone  off  with  an  officer  of  an  English 
regiment  who  had  been  quartered  in  the 
town,  and  w^as  now  in  England ;  the  old 
house  was  occupied  by  new  faces ;  every 
thinof  had  been  sold  for  the  use  of  the  two 
younger  children,  who  had  been  appren- 
ticed 
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ticed  out  to  different  trades;  he  called 
upon  them — he  found  them  ruddy,  well, 
and  cheerftil,  till  they  saw  him. 

"  Ah,  brother  James !"  cried  the  young- 
est, "  how  could  you  go  away  and  leave 
us  ?  and  our  sister  Hosa,  she  is  gone  too ; 
but  perhaps,  if  you  had  been  with  us,  she 
might  have  staid,  for  you  were  always  so 
wise  and  so  learned,  that  you  would  have 
persuaded  her  better ;  wouldn't  you,  bro- 
ther James  ?  But  for  all  your  wisdom, 
you  do  not  look  well  yourself,  brother. 
Ah,  'twould  have  vexed  you  to  have  seen 
our  dear  mother !  but  she  told  me  and 
Arthur  to  be  good,  and  to  mind  our  busi- 
ness, and  then  God  would  take  care  of  us ; 
and  so  he  will — wont  he,  brother  James  ?" 

The  heart  of  Hammond  was  wrung  to 
agony,  but  his  spirit  would  not  bend;  at 
one  view  he  saw  the  sad  consequences  of 
his  own  misconduct ;  but  the  pride  of  in- 
tcllect  was  still  unsubdued ;  he  would  not 
say — "  This   has   been   my   doing!" — he 

would 
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would  not  whisper  it  to  himself.  The 
elopement  of  his  sister  was  an  additional 
stimulus  for  him  to  go  to  England ;  he 
would  find  her  out — his  avenging  arm 
should  chastise  the  seducer — he  would 
snatch  Hosa  from  a  life  of  infamy — he 
v/ould  protect  her ! 

This  was  easily  said ;  but  what  protec- 
lion  had  he  to  offer?  In  the  sober  indus- 
try which  might  have  been  his  paternal 
inheritance,  an  humble  asylum  would 
have  been  secured  to  her ;  but  why  say 
might  have  been  ?  it  could  not  have  been — 
the  spirit,  the  ethereal  spirit  of  Hammond 
could  never  have  been  imprisoned,  fettered 
dov/n  to  a  mechanical  employment. 

So  Sv  liloquized  the  inflated  adventurer, 
as  once  atrr.in  he  ventured  on  the  world ; 
the  local  attachments,  the  claims  of  af!i* 
nity,  were  ail  superseded  in  his  breast  by 
that  overwhelming  pride  which  was  now 
become  the  master  principle  of  his^  soul. 
As  he  cast  a  look  of  regret  on  the  spot 

which 
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which  contained  his  brothers,  he  panted 
for  that  time  when,  by  the  mighty  efforts 
of  his  own  mind,  he  should  rescue  them 
from  their  present  station,  not  recollecting 
that  if  such  miraculous  effects  were  to  en- 
sue from  his  splendid  talents,  he  would  be 
doing  his  brothers  an  irremediable  injury 
in  taking  them  out  of  their  own  sphere — 
**  Why  was  I  born  with  the  spirit  of  a 
prince  and  the  pui-se  of  a  beggar  ?"  was  the 
unavailing,  the  often-repeated  complaint 
of  Hammond,  when  some  act  of  specula- 
live  generosity,  some  Utopian  scheme  of 
hberality,  crossed  his  mind. 

To  give  my  readers  a  history  of  his  re- 
buffs and  disappointments  in  London 
would  be  merely  to  recapitulate  his  former 
career  in  Dublin.  Rosa  Hammond  was 
not  to  be  found ;  she  had  exchanged  the 
protection  of  one  officer  for  another,  and 
had  discarded  the  name  of  her  family  on 
coming  to  England;  early  impressions 
were  not  to  be  effaced,  though  they  might 

be 
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be  stifled,  and  a  blush  might  have  been 
seen  tlu'ough  the  rouge  which  she  v/ore, 
had  the  name  ofHammond  been  suddenly 
pronounced  in  her  ear.  She  felt  that  she 
was  no  longer  worthy  of  the  designation ; 
though  her  family  had  been  poor,  they 
had  been  virtuous. 

I  am  giving  my  readers  the  story  of 
Hammond  as  it  was,  and  as  Mr.  Stanford 
understood  it  through  the  xviiidow-peeps 
of  his.  mind.  The  spirit  of  Hammond, 
though  humbled,  was  yet  unsubdued ;  his 
complaints  of  his  hard  fate  were  levelled 
at  the  injustice  of  the  world ;  ^^//-accusa- 
tion  was  not  probing  his  wounds;  he 
would  not  yet  allow  that  his  misfortunes, 
as  he  termed  them,  were  entirely  of  his 
own  seeking;  and  that  while  he  had  de- 
serted a  respectable  business,  as  degrading^ 
to  his  character,  he  had  reduced  himself 
to  a  state  of  indigence,,  which  put  him  on 
a  level  with  the  lowest  mendicant.  He 
had  travelled  from  London  on  foot,  and, 

too 
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too  proud  to  beg,  had  existed  for  three 
days  on  a  small  portion  of  dry  bread  which 
he  carried  in  his  pocket. 

He  acknowledged  this  to  Stanford;  the 
agitation  of  his  debilitated  frame,  as  he 
made  the  confession,  alarmed  the  good 
rector — he  dreaded  a  return  of  his  illness ; 
but  as  if  he  would  quickly  wipe  away  the 
sense  of  such  bitter  humihation  as  this 
degrading  confession  had  excited,  he  added, 
in  a  voice  which  he  woidd  fain  have  ren- 
dered stead}' — *'  But  what  of  that  P— 

*  Man  wants  but  little  here  below. 
Nor  wants  that  little  long  I'' 

"  True,"  replied  Mr.  Stanford,  "  our 
necessities  are  certainly  few  indeed ;  and 
if  you  had  felt  the  full  force  of  the  passage 
you  have  quoted,  my  young  friend,  I 
should  not  have  seen  you  in  your  present 
situation.  You  have  talked  quite  enough 
at  present;  recline  on  that  couch;  it  is 
now  viy  turn,  and  I  shall  speak  to  you, 

Hammond, 
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Hammond,  in  the  tone  and  in  the  lan- 
guage of  friendship,  but  with  that  candour 
v/hich  I  judge  to  be  my  duty.  -Your  early 
instmctors  fell  into  a  very  common,  but 
a  very  dangerous  error,  in  praising  and 
extolling  you  for  your  quickness  of  parts 
and  premature  talents — ^ve  have  plenty  of 
early  prodigies  in  these  prodigious  days." 

Hammond  appeared  to  writhe  upon  the 
couch, 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  underrate  your  abi- 
lities, dear  Hammond ;  yet  I  will  venture 
to  say,  there  were,  are,  and  tti/Z  be,  hun- 
dreds of  boys  equally  clever ;  the  applause 
you  received  for  your  early  quickness  had 
the  effect  on  your  mind  which  ought  to 
have  been  foreseen ;  you  were  puffed  up 
with  your  own  importance — you  were  in- 
flated by  conceit,  and  the  consequence  has 
been  fatal  to  you.  It  is  frequently  re- 
marked that  genius  is  unfortunate  ;  I  be- 
lieve its  misfortunes  may  generally  be 
traced  to  one  of  these  as  the  first  cause: 

either 
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-either  it  has  been  overrated  by  partial, 
misjudging  friends,  or  it  has  been  so  nur- 
sed into  sickly  sensibility,  that  it  has 
grown  fastidious  and  overweeningiy  self- 
important.  We  are  all  born  for  some 
purpose;  we  ought  all,  in  the  language 
of  the  Church  of  England,  *  to  do  our 
duty  in  that  state  of  life  unto  w^iich  it  hath 
pleased  God  to  call  us;  you  had  an  honest 
calling  provided  for  you,  by  your  own 
account;  you  w^ere  not  at  liberty  to  fol- 
low  the  visionary  schemes  of  your ^ imagi- 
nation (imagination  is  a  dangerous  guide} ; 
in  restraining  its  power,  and  in  bending 
your  mind  to  the  sober  trammels  of  reason 
and  common  sense,  you  w^ould  have  dis- 
played your  superiority  of  understanding 
in  a  far  greater  degree  than  you  have 
hitherto  done  (I  say  hitherto,  heQ'OM^e  \ 
yet  expect  great  things  from  you);  you 
would  liave  proved  the  friend  and  real 
pj'otedor  of  your  family ;  they  would  not 
have  needed  a  benefactor >' 

"  Heavens 
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"  Heavens  and  earth!  my  father  was  a 
brazier!"  cried  Hammond,  starting  up 
with  a  fiery  vehemence  which  startled 
Mr.  Stanford 

*'  Fair  and  softly ;  and  wliat  of  that  ? 
If  he  had  even  been  a  tiiilxer,  he  might 
have  been  an  estimable  character." 

Hammond  again  raised  himself  from 
his  recumbent  position;  his  piercing  gaze 
was  directed  towards  Stanford,  as  if  to  see 
whether  he  was  become  an  object  of  con- 
temptuous derision. 

*'  Come,  come,  lie  (k)va\  again  and  com- 
pose yourself;  lam  not  insulting  you — far, 
very  far  from  it :  am  I  not  the  teacher  of 
his  divine  doctrine  who  never  bruised 
the  broken  reed?  I  do  not  underrate 
genius  or  talent — I  venerate  them;  our 
purest,  our  most  refined,  pleasures  we  de- 
rive from  those  who  have  possessed  them : 
All  that  is  mental  in  our  existence — all 
that  is  worth  living  for,  under  a  sense  of 
the  presiding  power  of  God,  may  be  re- 
ferred 
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ferred  to  them ;  but  these  pleasures  might 
have  been  yours,  and  still  you  might  have 
pursued — ■—' 

"  The  sounding  brass,''  interrupted 
Hammond,  in  a  tone  of  bitter  asperity. 

"  You  have  said  it  for  me ;  to  bend  to 
situation,  I  allow,  requires  some  strength 
of  mind,  and  no  little  philosophy;  but 
"where  reason  and  religion  point  the  way, 
though  it  be  a  painful  one,  the  Christian 
dares  not  halt.  I  once  knew  a  good  girl, 
the  daughter  of  a  tradesman  in  a  country 
town,  who  early  exhibited  a  taste  for 
reading,  which  was  stimulated  by  having 
few  books  witliin  her  reach,  and  very  little 
time  to  spare  to  their  study  from  the 
claims  of  a  large  family  of  brothers  and 
sisters,  of  wliom  she  was  the  eldest ;  how- 
ever, she  found  time  to  write  a  volume  of 
poems,  and  friends  who  got  them  pub- 
lislied ;  her  Ossianic  imitations  were  above 
mediocrity,  and  she  received  the  applause 
which  she  merited ;  but  her  head  was  not 

turued; 
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turned ;  she  knew  and  felt  that  neither 
Fingal  or  Ossian  could  procure  her  daily 
bread ;  and  not  lifted  above  herself  by  any 
visionary  superiority,  she  became  the  wife 
of  a  man  in  her  own  sphere  of  life,  and 
now  stands  in  a  brnsk-msikev'fi  shop.** 

"  Oh,  what  a  sweep  was  there"! 
Sense,  sentiment,  and  everj  thhjg ! 

Here  was  mental  martyrdom,  indeed,'* 
said  Hammond. 

"  Xo,  I  will  not  allow  it/'  replied  Stan> 
ford.  "  This  well-judging  young  woman 
would  tell  vou  another  tale ;  she  would 
even  aeknov/ledge  her  present  happy  lot 
with  tearful  eyes." 

*'  But  she  could  have  had  no  delieacy, 
no  refinement,"  said  Hammond. 

"  I  maintain  that  she  had  both;  and 
without  compromising  the  one,  or  in- 
dulging the  other,  she  had  resolution  to 
take  the  path  of  propriety,  and  has  con- 
ducted, and  still  conducts,  herself  as  a  vir- 
tuous 
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tuous  wife  and  tender  mother  should ;  but 
I  have  fatigued  you — for  to-night,  adieu ! 
I  will  see  you  again  to-morrow,  and  we  will 
then  talk  of  a  plan  for  the  future.  Think 
of  what  I've  said,  and  your  understanding 
must  bow  to  the  truth  of  it" 


NOTE  TO  THE  SECOND  VOLUME. 

The  author  of  "  The  House  that  Jack 
built"  has  taken  the  character  of  ideal 
Hammond  from  a  story  in  "  The  Calami- 
ties of  Authors,"  which  made  a  conside:p. 
able  impression  on  her  mind.  As  many 
of  her  readers  may  not  have  met  with  that 
work,  she  takes  the  hberty  of  giving  as 
much  of  the  little  story  as  she  can  recol-" 
lect  from  memory,  not  having  the  book 
near  her,  assisted  by  some  dates  and  me- 
moranda which  she  made  at  the  time  sha 
read  the  work  in  question. 

James  White  received  his  education  at 
voJL.  n.  L  the 
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the  university  of  Dublin;  he  pubUshed 
"Adventures  of  John  of  Gaunt,"  "  Ricliard 
Coeur  de  Lion,"  "  Translations  from  Cice- 
ro," &c.  During  the  winter  of  1797  and 
1798,  some  persons  noticed,  in  the  Pump 
Room  at  Bath,  or  in  the  streets,  a  thin, 
pale,  emaciated  man,  with  a  wild  yet  pe- 
netrating look.  No  one  knew  the  awful 
stranger,  but  his  habits  of  life  were  disco- 
vered ;  he  had  eaten  no  animal  food  for 
months ;  a  cold  potato^  bread,  and  water, 
were  his  meals.  Unable  to  pay  his  lodg- 
ing, he  was  known  to  sleep  for  nights  be- 
neath a  hayrick,  too  proud  to  ask  relief. 
Yet  once  "failing,  sinking  nature  drove 
him  in  wild  agony  into  an  inn  at  Bath ; 
yet  his  pride,  even  in  the  iim  to  which 
his  wants  had  driven  him,  refused  to  ac- 
cept the  sustenance  offered  to  him;  his 
deranged  conduct  alarmed  the  mistress ; 
and  when  the  magistrate  placed  him  vmder 
the  parish  officers,  his  only  sense  was  the 
indignity  he  incurred.  It  was  at  this  mo- 
ment 
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ment  he  produced  the  **  Letters  to  Lord 
Camden;"  a  subscription  was  soon  raised; 
White  was  persuaded  to  receive  it  as  a 
loan — on  no  other  terms  wovdd  he  receive 
it.  The  struggle  of  literary  glory,  of  ho- 
nour, and  pauperism,  did  not  last ;  he  had 
pushed  nature  to  the  verge  of  human  ex- 
istence, and  he  was  found  dead  in  his  bed, 
at  a  public-house  near  Bath,  in  March 
1799.  His  "  Letters  to  Lord  Camden, 
on  the  State  of  Ireland,"  were  admired 
for  their  vio-our  and  eleoance. 
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